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AMAZING! radio 


WORKS INDEFINITELY! 


Complete! Ready to Operate! 
NO BATTERIES! NO TUBES! 
No Longer Than a Regular Pack 
of Cigarettes. NEW LIFETIME 
RADIO GIVES INTERFERENCE 
FREE RECEPTION!... 


LISTEN ANYTIME 
ANYWHERE! 

Now you can tune in on radio programs 
without anyone else knowing that you 
are listening to music, sports, news, 
weather, etc. Order your Lifetime 
Pocket Radio now before the major 
sporting events this Spring deplete our 
limited supplies. A FANTASTIC IMPOR- 
TED VALUE! NOW AVAILABLE WHILE 
THE SUPPLY LASTS, AT THE UNBELIEV- 
ABLY LOW PRICE OF JUST $4.95! And 


Radio is not a toy, but a precision in- 
strument constructed and designed for 
your own personal use. 

Here's What You Get When You Order: 


• Complete (ready to play) Lifetime 
Pocket Radio in attractive case, with 
calibrated tuning dial. Nothing to 
pay the postman when he delivers 
your radio. 

• COMPLETE WITH ANTENNA . . . 
FURNISHED AT NO EXTRA COST TO 


• Hearing Aid type speaker. Feather- 
weight. Excellent clarity and fidelity. 
Inconspicuous . . . lets you listen 
in bed without disturbing others. 
Almost Invisible. Order Now $4.95. 


WILL LAST 
INDEFINITELY! 

The Lifetime Pocket Radio comes built into 
a colorful, durable, shock-resistant plastic 
case, completely enclosed ... no bigger 
than a pack of cigarettes (regular size). 
Easily slips into your pocket or purse. Its 
fine, attractive appearance rivals portable 
radios selling for many times the price. 

FEATHERWEIGHT 

Featherweight! The entire Lifetime Pocket 
Radio weighs so little that you’ll be amazed. 
Just 4 ounces complete! So light, so small, 
so inconspicuous that you’ll hardly know 
you have it with you. Fill in and mail the 
coupon today while the limited supply 
lasts. 

HOW DOES THIS 
AMAZING POCKET-SIZE 
RADIO FUNCTION? 

Scientists and electronic engineers work- 
ing together, perfected and developed the 
special new circuits found in the Lifetime 
Pocket Radio. The special power source is a 
new-type, self-powered rectifier called a 
germanium diode. This, together with the 
specially designed ferrite loop antenna 
(now standard equipment on many trans- 
sistor sets) and the new circuit design, 
receives station’s signals and amplifies 
them through a precision hearing-aid type 
speaker, enabling you to listen to your fa- 
vorite programs in complete privacy! Cali- 
brated tuning dial aids in station selection. 


GUARANTEED FOR LIFE 


Nothing To 
Plug In 

• 

No Expensive, 
Heavy Batteries 
To Buy or 
Carry Around 

• 

No Tubes to Bur 
Out or Replace 

• 

OPERATES A 
LIFETIME and 
NEVER RUNS 
DOWN! 



LISTEN TO YOUR 
FAVORITE PROGRAMS! 

No matter where you are you can 
enjoy your favorite programs without 
bothering anyone else. Take the Life- 
time Pocket Radio with you wherever 
you go . . . it only weighs 2 ounces 
and it’s so convenient to carry around 
with you that you’ll wonder how you 
ever got along without it. No main- 
tenance costs whatever . . . nothing 
to wear out ... 1 
nothing to replace 
nothing addi- 


Here's How You Can Get The Com- 
plete Lifetime Pocket Radio for just 
$4.95! Yes just $4.95 is all you 
pay. No Hidden Costs. Nothing to 
Pay Later. Nothing To Assemble. 
Your Lifetime Pocket Radio is ready 
to play the moment you remove it 
from the shipping carton! 


tional to buy now 
or at any time. 
Why not rush your 
order today. Sim- 
ply send the cou- 
pon below with 
your remittance 
and your Lifetime 
Pocket Radio will be 
shipped to you at 
once. You will be 
delighted beyond 
your wildest expec- 
tations. 


MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY 




LIFETIME POCKET RADIO, D, pt . 3 „ 

I 114 East 47th St. New York 17 , N. Y. | 

I Please rush mi Lifetime Pocket Radio (or only $4.95 on Money I 
| Back Guarantee. 

| □ I enclose $4.95 Cash, Check or Money Order. 

Send postage pre paid . . . I save 90c postage by sending $4.95 I 
I with order. 

I 

Name • | 

I J , 


-Zone - State 
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Wilton Rhode 


T iie little principality of Kashmir 
lies directly north of India. It is 
bounded by China on the east, Pakis- 
tan on the west, and to the north, only 
fifty miles from its borders lies Rus- 
sia. It is, therefore, a country with 
powerful neighbors. Contained within 
its borders is the majestic heights of 
the fabulous K2, second highest moun- 
tain in the world. Kashmir is, in fact, 
a mountainous country, almost en- 
tirely covered by the great Himalayas. 

One would guess, therefore, that it 
is a cold and forbidding place, fit for 
mountain sheep and hardy tribes of 
nomads. This is not so. For cutting 
it dow n the middle is the valley of the 
Indus River; and the valley of the 
Indus River is quite possibly the most 
charming garden spot in the entire 
world. Warm, comfortable, rich with 
fruit trees and small cultivated gar- 
dens, it partakes of the ancient culture 
of India. It is an incredibly peaceful, 
gentle place, one where philosophers 
should go when they die. Naturally, 
I have wanted to visit it for some time. 

I got my chance a year ago. A news 
magazine with which I am occasionally 
connected asked me to look up some 
things for them. Kashmir is the sub- 
ject of a good deal of contention be- 
tween Pakistan and India, both of 
( Continued on page 42) 




SAFARI 


DEATH 


SHE WANTED HER FAT, UGLY HUSBAND OUT 
OF THE WAY. SHE ALSOf WANTED HIS MON- 
EY. BUT MOST OF ALL... SHE WANTED HER 
LOVER TO HELP HER. 


by 

Leon Kaiser 

as fold to Stan Hollis 


I T WAS LIKE a scene in a dream. 

There was the lion, bounding out of 
the brush and heading straight for 
Barrett, who didn't see it — and, fifty 
feet away, Barrett’s voluptuous young 
wife stood by, with -•''He in her hands, 
and watched, just watched! She wasn’t 
making the slightest attempt to save 
her husband’s life. In fact, I thought 
1 heard her silvery, tinkling laughter! 

We were camped near the Benouc 
River in the French Cameroons, just 
across from Rei Bouba. We were fol- 
lowing down a report that lions had 
been seen in the neighborhood, and 
we hoped to bag a couple to put up 
on our walls at home. What was a 
safari if we didn’t come home with a 
lion-head to show for it? 

(Continued on next page) 
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SAFARI OF DEATH 

And there was our lion now. But 
Barrett, who was fat, fifty-five, and 
hard of hearing, was looking off in 
the other direction. And Lois Barrett 
was quite coolly letting her husband 
meet tawny death! 

I was a couple of hundred yards 
away, too far for an accurate shot. 
My wife Ethel was on the other side 
of the river, and our white hunter, 
Peter Laird, was even further from 
Barrett than I was. Only Lois Barrett 
had a clear shot at the charging beast 
— and she wasn’t doing a damned 
thing to save him! 

“Barrett!” I shouted. “Watch out! 
Lion!” 

No use. He couldn’t hear me. The 
lion was no more than twenty feet 
from him now. I ran furiously across 
the flat plain, gasping in deep breaths 
of the 110-degree air, yelling and 
hoping against hope that I would be 
in a position to take a shot before the 
lion reached Barrett. 

There wasn’t even time to hope. The 
lion caught up with the astonished 
Barrett, soaring in one graceful bound 
through the air to drag him to the 
ground. The lions of French Equa- 
torial Africa are not the tame, sleepy 
beasts of Tanganyika or South Africa’s 
Kruger National Park. Here, they are 
alarmingly ferocious beasts. I got a 
good view of their ferocity, too. The 
lion literally ripped Barrett to shreds 
in the few seconds of the attack. One 
mighty swipe of the paw disembowelled 
him, and his throat was severed in one 
growling snap. 

Then — and only then — did Lois 
Barrett wake up. She hoisted her .375 
and blazed away at the feasting lion. 
When I was close enough, I joined in. 
Within moments, Peter Laird was on 
the scene to finish the beast off. And 
then we took a look at what was left 
of Barrett. He lay flat, with his in- 
testines spilling out and his throat 
bitten through. Laird, whitefaced, was 
muttering that he couldn’t understand 
it, that this was the first time he had 
ever lost a client, that this could never 
have happened if everyone had been 
alert. 


I looked away from the corpse, 
sickened. I couldn’t meet Lois Bar- 
rett’s eyes, because I knew I’d see an 
adulterous come-hither smile in them. 
If it hadn’t been murder, it was the 
closest thing to it. She had deliberate- 
ly refused to shoot — when she, and she 
alone, could have saved her husband’s 
life. It had been cold-blooded murder, 
whatever excuse she tried to give . . . 
* * * 

Our ill-fated safari had gotten under 
way a month earlier, in Paris. Ethel 
and I were there for a sort of second 
honeymoon — after six years of mar- 
riage, we were coming uncomfortably 
close .to the brink of divorce, and we 
had decided on the European trip as 
a final measure that would either bring 
us closer together or else put finish to 
what hadn’t been a very successful 
marriage. 

We met the Barretts, George and 
Lois, one night in the Lido. They were 
an improbable couple. Barrett was 
heavy-set and balding, well into his 
middle fifties, with extra chins and a 
pot-belly. His wife Lois was about 
twenty-eight, a radiant long-legged 
blonde with big breasts and bedroom 
eyes. The blonde hair, I was later to 
discover, was natural — and the bed- 
room eyes weren’t just a tease act. 

It struck me immediately that she 
had married him for his money, of 
course. Barrett didn’t look like he was 
in good enough physical shape to 
satisfy a female hellion like Lois. My 
guess on that score turned out to be 
one hundred percent accurate. 

The Barretts were unhappy that 
night because they were due to leave 
in a week on a safari to French Equa- 
torial Africa, and the couple they were 
supposed to go with had just backed 
out because of an unexpected preg- 
nancy. Everything was all arranged, 
the equipment purchased and the 
guides hired, but they didn’t want to 
go alone. 

“How about you two?” George Bar- 
ret asked. “Think you’d care to go on 
a safari with us?” 

I wasn’t too keen on the idea — until 
I got a look at Lois Barrett’s face. 
She was silently pleading with me to 


say yes. I frowned a moment. My 
relations with Ethel had been deterio- 
rating during the past few days, and 
we had stopped sleeping together 
again. It looked pretty obvious that 
we were heading for a final smashup. 
And I interpreted the look on Lois’ 
face to mean that she was available, if 
I was interested. 

Well, I thought, I probably would 
be interested. We had the cash to af- 
ford a safari — I’m pretty high up on 
one of the television networks’ list of 
executives — and we had the time. So 
off we went with George and Lois Bar- 
rett to Africa. 

We started in Fort Archambault, 
principal town of French Equatorial 
Africa, where we picked up our jeeps - 
and our white hunter. Peter Laird was 
not the standard glamorboy white 
hunter of the movies. He was a short, 
wiry little man with a heavy beard, a 
hook nose, and one shoulder higher 
than the other — but he knew his job. 

After a couple of days in Fort 
Archambault we set out on the trail, 
ferrying across the Salamat River and 
striking northeast toward Lake Iro. 
We had our first big hunting day at 
the village of Madecongo, in the Terri- 
tory of Chad. We pitched our tents in 
a grove of sausage trees where it was 
112 degrees in the shade, and brought 
down some waterbuck before moving 
on. 

Forty miles to the east, in the Chad 
village of Kyabe, we met the Ubangi 
platter-lipped women. Several days 
later, near Makhounda, we lashed 
canoes together and crossed the clear, 
rocky Barya river. We passed through 
the Guidari region, ruled by a gigantic 
potentate named Chief Gabaroun who, 
we were told, had 87 wives and 132 
children. Moving on, we headed for 
the mountains of the Cameroons, a 
French trusteeship adjoining Chad. 
Here, in the plains country of Rei 
Bouba, we settled down to do our real 
hunting. 

So much for the bare geographical 
details of where we went. Much more 
interesting is Lois Barrett’s part in 
the safari. 


(Continued on page 58) 



THE 

SEXIEST GIRL 
IN JAPAN 


STRANGE AS IT MAY SEEM, THE SEXIEST GIRL IN JAPAN DOESN'T LIVE THERE ANY 
MORE. WHEN AN AMERICAN PRODUCER SAW THE EXOTIC DOLLIE, HE WISKED 
HER OFF TO THE STATES AS A PROMISING SHOW GAL. 
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Carcn Chan is at present a triple threat in the 
field of entertainment. Reason: she’s three girls 
in one 1 ) a Philosophy major at Northwestern 
University, 2) a secretary at Pat De Carlo’s 
theatrical agency and 3) an up and coining 
exotic dancer. 






Until she gets her sheepskin from the University, Caren makes her spending money hy doing 
part-time secretarial work for representative Pal De Carlo. And when she gets a job on stage... 
it adds more greenery for her finery. 
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. THHGIER'S 
SmUGGLER 


THERE WAS PLENTY OF 
MONEY TO BE MADE BY 
BLACK-MARKETING 
CIGARETTES FROM TANGIERS 
TO ITALY. THERE WAS ALSO 
DEATH AND 
IMPRISONMENT 
FOR THOSE WHO DIDN'T 
MAKE IT. 


O Uli LITTLE MOTOR LAUNCH purred 
smoothly through the Mediterra- 
nean waters, heading outward from 
the international zone of Tangier. A 
gentle haze hovered over the waters — 
a haze that shielded us from the 
trigger-happy gunboats of the Spanish 
customs officials. 

But still there was a coppery taste 


in my mouth from sheer tension. As 
of the past hour, I was a full-fledged 
smuggler. And if a customs gunboat 
decided to challenge us, we had the 
choice of making a run for it (and 
getting blown out of the water) or of 
letting ourselves get caught redhanded 
(thereby insuring ourselves of a couple 
of years or more in a Spanish prison.) 

(Continued on next page) 
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I WAS A 

TANGIER'S SMUGGLER 

( Continued from page 15) 

We were bound for Italy, a three- 
day journey, with a cargo consisting 
of a thousand cases of American ciga- 
rettes. Not very sinister, you say? 
Well, maybe not as gaudy as smuggling 
heroin, I’ll admit — hut just as illegal, 
in this part of the world. 

We also had one other item of cargo 
on hoard: our employer’s Moroccan 
mistress. She was down below, getting 
some rest. 

As I stood alone on deck, keeping 
an eve peeled for the customs hoys, I 
had to smile at the thought of being 
a smuggler. I had been plenty of 
things in the ten years since World 
War II had ended, hut this was the 
shadiest. 

I fought in Europe during the War, 
and decided to stay in England after 
V-E Day. I knocked around in all 
sorts of odd jobs, some of them on 
this side of the law and some of 
them on the other, and one day in 
1951 I happened to become the owner 
of an ex-naval Fairmile motor launch 
that had been roughly converted to 
look like a yacht. 

‘'Why not pick up some cash 
smuggling out of Tangier?” someone 
suggested, and I was hooked. I got 
together a crew of five, all of them ex- 
Koyal Navy men who hadn’t been able 
to make a go of it in civilian life, and 
off we went to the fabled city of the 
Casbah. 

Tangier is a free port. Ships of any 
nation can unload any kind of cargo 
at all there, without paying duty or 
undergoing inspection. A highly or- 
ganized smuggling trade operates out 
of Tangier, therefore — ferrying goods 
from the free port to the nations along 
the Mediterranean coast. The smug- 
gling rings specialize in such desired 
items as gems, coffee, watches, drugs, 
currency, antibiotic drugs, and gold — 
as well as American cigarettes, which 
are heavily dutied in Europe, and 
which so many Europeans became 
addicted to, thanks to the presence of 
G.I.s during the dO’s. 


American cigarettes arc imported 
by Tangier at $ 10 a case. Off the coast 
of France, Italy, or Spain those same 
cases bring $o0 apiece from the black 
market wholesalers, who peddle their 
goods to small local vendors at around 
$160 a case. So both sets of middle- 
men rake off a 100% profit, and even 
with the double gouge the local re- 
tailers still can undersell the legally im- 
ported item, as well as the stiffly-taxed 
local brands. 

* * * 

We were one hour out of Tangier 
with our cargo. I had obtained the 
job by going to an office in the new 
European quarter of Tangier, the office 
of a 'sleek, suave Latin who ran a so- 
called “Maritime Agency.” 

This smooth operator introduced me 
to an olive-skinned Lebanese who rep- 
resented the black-market organization 
in Italy, and we talked terms. He had 
a thousand cases of American ciga- 
rettes sitting on the dock in Tangier 
Bay — an investment of $10,000. He 
could double his money if he could 
get the cigarettes to the Italian Riviera. 
Did I know of any small craft that 
might be going that way? 

I said I did. I said a small craft 
could be hired through me. 

“At what price?” my Lebanese man 
wanted to know. 

I puffed at my cigarette — a Chester- 
field — and through a thick cloud of 
smoke said, “Fifteen percent of pur- 
chase price.” It was the standard fee, 
that I had been told to ask by more 
experienced hands. 

He scowled at me and tried to 
bargain in the true Levantine fashion. 
“$4500 is more what I had in mind — 
not $6000.” 

I knew what happened to new men 
who broke the rigid price barrier. 
Blowing smoke casually in his face, I 
said, “You’ve heard the price. Now, 
if you’ll excuse me, I have some other 
people to see — ” 

“$5000.” 

I started to get up. He said hastily, 
“All right, then, American. You bleed 
me, but I’ll give you what you ask. 
On one condition.” 

I frowned. “What’s the condition?” 


“I have a — female friend here in 
Morocco,” he said with an oily smile. 
“Quite attractive. I would like you to 
take her to the destination as well.” 

“A woman on board? It’s a small 
ship — ” 

“She will be no trouble. She is well 
behaved.” 

“And suppose the customs men 
catch us?” 

His face darkened. “I have more 
faith in you than that, Captain Gor- 
man. $6000 plus fuel — if you will take 
the girl with you.” 

* # * 

In the end, I agreed. I didn’t like 
the idea of having a passenger on 
board, but on the other hand I didn’t 
have that much confidence in my 
haggling abilities. So it was all ar- 
ranged. We would leave the following 
night, with the girl and with the ciga- 
rettes, and when we delivered the 
goods the Lebanese’s partner would 
give us $6000 in cash, plus an allow- 
ance for our diesel fuel — no skimpy 
amount, on a round-trip journey of 
nearly 2000 miles. We fixed our 
rendez-vous, agreed on signals, and 
made out ship’s papers for Valetta, 
Malta. It was the standard dodge for 
a ship leaving Tangier — “Reporting to 
Malta for further instructions,” was 
all we would tell anyone, and if we 
were lucky we would be believed. 

The next day we loaded our yacht. 
None of the Moroccan officials who 
are stationed in Tangier seemed to 
care. Everything was open and above- 
board, since presumably we intended 
to pay duty on our cargo when we un- 
loaded it in Italy. 

Around twilight, our passenger 
showed up, in the company of Mario, 
the Italian pilot sent by the Lebanese 
to guide our craft to the rendezvous. 
Mario was short and squat, with heavy 
jowls and a drooping black mustache 
badly stained by nicotine. He went 
below almost immediately to inspect 
his quarters. 

Meanwhile we inspected the girl. 
She was a dusky Moroccan beauty 
with black hair that fell in loose 
tresses to her shoulders. She couldn’t 
(Continued on page 50) 
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Believe it or not, this chic chicken was once 
an ace eaves-dropper for the allies during 
the Second World War. Now she’s showing 
off her talents on another front for the 
benefit of the customers at the Cafe Mayol 
in Rotterdam, Holland . . . 


One of the most beautiful women in 
Europe . . . Magda Durban played a major 
role in helping the allies win the war by 
supplying secret information about Ger- 
man supply movements in Poland. For the 
authentic scoop on the well-shaped (39-24- 
36) warrior EXOTIC ADVENTURES con- 
tacted ex-RAF Flight Lieutenant Tony Em- 
met. Here’s his story on Magda in his 
own words . . . 

“Most of the scars of war are gone, and 
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it was heartwarming to see Rotterdam so 
gay. One late afternoon, a strange thing 
happened to me. I was browsing around 
the theatre section, when I came across a 
poster that read: 

Mayol Concert presents 
MAGDA 

A strange shiver went through me. Was it 
possible that this seminude danger was the 
same Magda I knew from the Polish Legion 
of the RAF? 


“That night sitting in a box seat, I saw 
her and it was Magda, but the dark haired 
girl we nicknamed Maggie was now a 
blonde. 

“I motioned I would see her backstage 
after the show. She nodded. One thing was 
certain I was glad she was still alive. 

“How long ago was it? Ten or eleven 
years? I had volunteered for a special mis- 
sion with the Polish Legion. Then I found 
out my job wasn’t the piece of cake I 
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thought it would be. Intelligence told me 
to pick up a passenger in my Wellington 
bomber just below Lebiszyn in the north of 
Poland. I thought, the spy must be impor- 
tant. Somehow through the gunfire we 
managed to reach our rendezvous. 

“Below, as planned, were three flicker- 
ing white lights. We landed and three fig- 
ures ran towards us. Suddenly gunfire 
broke out. Two figures doubled up and 
fell. The third fell, half got up and fell 
again. Then a small car with German 
soldiers whizzed towards us. I turned the 
aircraft around to face them. The front 
gunner spun his turret around and gave the 




enemy a blast. We rescued our shot-up 
passenger and took off with wailing sirens 
in the distance. 

“Our passenger was Magda. She was 
hurt in the shoulder and leg. Otherwise 
she was fine and incidentally, she was the 
most beautiful girl I had ever seen. 

“Through all our encounters with the 
Jerries, Magda was a real sport. But 


though we managed to shake them off, we 
were full of holes and I was running low 
on fuel. 

“We had to crash land. I saw Sutton 
bridge airfield ahead and we belly landed 
with a frightful crash. Luckily we had no 
explosion. 

“I woke up in the hospital with two 
broken legs. Everyone else was all right. 
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Magda visited me twice but I learned little 
about her, except that she bad parachuted 
into Warsaw at least four times. About her 
experiences she never spoke. Then one day 
she disappeared altogether. I never saw 
her again until I spied her at the Mayol. 

“Backstage she greeted me like a long 
lost brother. She was now blonde, but still 
very beautiful. We went for a cocktail and 
I asked her many questions about herself 
and her experiences. ‘There are many 


theengs ve still cannot talk about Tony, 
you understand’. Then she changed the 
subject, ‘My new show, Tony, you like it?’ 
When I nodded, she added, ‘It’s the most 
exciting theeng I have ever done’.” 

So with nerves of steel, but with a body 
of warm and wonderful flesh Modern Mata 
Hari, Magda Durban, continues to rebuild 
her post-war life (and her reputation) 
as one of Europe’s most fabulous exotic 
dancers. 
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#* Vjm pleasure . . . 



BEAUTY 


Some of the most famous figure photog- 
raphers in America have combined their talents to 
bring together a collection of nude studies that are wiih- 
out equal for sensitivity of perception and artistic tech- 
nique. Sections include, Violence, Love, Madness, Fantasy, 
Hunger and Lust. 





THE NIGHT OF THE WILD 
ORGIES OF THE DYAK 
TRIBE WAS THE MOST 
SENSUAL, EROTIC AND 
EXOTIC NIGHT WE HAD 
EVER HAD THE PLEASURE 
TO SPEND... IT WAS ALSO, 
ALMOST OUR LAST NIGHT 
ON EARTH. 


Raymond Pellegrini 


Sarawak, a British crown colony that 
looks out at the South China Sea. A 
seven-man team — three Italians, an 
Englishman, and myself (I am of 
mixed French and Italian ancestry, but 
have lived in the United States since 
1941 ) — bad been commissioned to 
make a documentary film on this little 
known region of Borneo. For one hun- 
dred five year, Sarawak had been the 
private property of the Brooke family, 
the White Rajas, who had governed 
( Continued on next page) 


T he Dyak village was just ahead 
of us in the steaming tropical jungle. 
We had left the boats tethered to palm 
trees at the edge of the river, a muddy 
tributary of the Rajang, and we were 
making our way through the thick 
rain-forest, our cameras slung over our 
shoulders, while sweat poured in riv- 
ulets down our bodies and annoying 
insects of fantastic size and fabulous 
coloration nipped at our skins. 

This was the high point of our 
visit to Borneo’s northern-most region, 


light of the 
searchlight , 
tie saw three 
naked girls 
descending 
on us , like 
demons , with 
razor sharp 
machetes. 
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all 47,000 square miles of wild jungle 
as though it was their private estate — 
which it was. But now, since the last 
of the White Rajas had ceded Sarawak 
to the British Crown, film teams could 
come in and explore. 

Which we were doing. We had al- 
ready exposed all the footage we cared 
to in Kuching and Sarikei, the closest 
things to cities that this primitive land 
has. Now — despite the advice of Brit- 
ish friends in the capital city of Kuch- 
ing — we had embarked on a jorney up 
the Rajang River to film the villages 
of the Dyaks, the fierce and pagan in- 
land dwellers of Sarawak, who glee- 
fully practiced headhunting until the 
beginning of this century, and who 
still were supposed to carry on the 
practice (as well as other barbaric 
customs) in some areas today. 

We had three boats for us and our 
equipment. Paddling up the Rajang, 
we branched off onto a smaller tribu- 
tary and had followed that to the ut- 
most limit of navigation. Now we were 
proceeding on foot. The Dyak villages 
are built close to rivers, since they are 
a water-loving people, and we knew 
we could not be far from a village now. 
And, sure enough, a Dyak village came 
into view, just beyond the groves of 
tall fruit trees that ring every Dyak 
village. 

Our first contact with the natives 
was a sudden one. A Dyak girl ap- 
peared from behind a durian tree. She 
was a strikingly beautiful brown-skin- 
ned girl in her middle teens, wearing 
only a short hand-waven skirt around 
her hips. Silver ornaments and vivid 
flowers gleamed in her black, glossy 
hair. Her lovely melon-shaped breasts 
gleamed with some sort of oil. 

For a frozen moment we stared at 
her and she stared right back at us. 
Then, giggling, she turned and run 
swiftly toward the village. She was a 
lookout of some sort, evidently. 

We followed her. We were well 
armed, but we knew there was little 
danger. Although primitive, the Dyaks 
are friendly to strangers and most of 
them arc familiar enough with white 


men to show no fear of them. 

We heard gongs beating in the dis- 
tance — a sign of welcome. As we 
emerged in the clearing, women and 
girls, all bare to the waist, came troop- 
ing out to greet us. The Dyak women 
are among the most beautiful in the 
entire Indonesian area — second only 
to the bare-breasted lovelies of Bali, 
in my opinion. And suddenly we were 
surrounded by dozens of them! Grin- 
ning cheerfully, they bustled round us, 
taking our packs from us, seizing us 
by the hand. They would have carried 
the cameras too, except that our two 
French cameramen, Linard and Ver- 
sins, yelped in annoyance and indi- 
cated that they would carry the pre- 
cious cameras themselves. 

As we struggled along I heard Ash- 
field, our British lighting expert, say, 
“Funny sort of village this must be. 
I don’t see a single male!” 

I hadn’t noticed it until then, but it 
was so. Not one male Dyak was in 
sight. Probably they were all out on 
some big hunt, I told myself. 

We were led to the longhouse. A 
Dyak village lives all under one roof; 
the longhouse is an inmense building 
on stilts which generally houses fifty 
or sixty families. Each family has an 
inner room, and all of them have ac- 
cess to 'the long communal room that 
runs the length of the building. The 
longhouse stands nine or ten feet off 
the ground, and the only way you can 
get into is by climbing a ladder — 
which in the old headhunting days was 
hoisted up out of reach whenever a 
hostile tribe went on the prowl. 

We clambered up the slippery, time- 
worn ladder into the longhouse. In 
Malay, which is not very different from 
the Dyak tongue, I explained that we 
had come to spend some time in the 
village. I asked to see the headman, 
but the women only shrugged and 

<ri irirlprl 
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“He is not here now,” they told me 
over and over. “But you must stay. 
You will be our guests. We are so glad 
you came!” 

# * * 


It certainly was a top-notch reception 
we got. Girls clustered around us 
closely, innocently unaware that the 
jutting nipples of their tip-tilted breasts 
kept grazing us provocatively. Once 
I turned quickly just as a Dyak girl 
walked diagonally past me, and I found 
my hand cupping a full, warm breast, 
the nipple hard against my palm. I 
let go in a hurry, but the girl merely 
giggled and showed teeth stained by 
betel-chewing. 

Girls brought us mugs of home- 
brewed rice beer. It would have been 
impolite to refuse, but we made the 
drinks last as long as we could, because 
the stuff was not only metallic-tasting 
and harsh, but also tremendously po- 
tent. The gong-beating and drum- 
pounding continued steadily. They 
were making quite a fuss over us. 

We squatted on floor mats inside 
the cool, clean longhouse and they 
brought us a meal — plates of rice, 
tobacco, eggs, betel-nut, and salt, laid 
out in rows of seven plates each. Three 
giggling girls crouched around each 
of us, jostling among themselves to 
see who could get closest, and they 
coached us in the Dyak way of eating. 
We took something from each plate 
and piled it on a larger plate. Then, 
I crowned the pile with chicken feath- 
ers that had been dipped in blood, first 
touching everyone near me with the 
feathers to leave a little blood on each. 
This dish was then placed on a shelf 
as an offering to the gods. I helped 
myself all over again, from the small 
dishes, and more rice-beer went the 
rounds. 

Halfway through the meal I happen- 
ed to look up at the roof. Skulls, 
grisly relics of headhunting days, grin- 
ned down at us from the shadowed 
rafters. 

The parly continued all afternoon, 
until we were stuffed to bursting. Iaco- 
mclli and Linard wanted to get the 
cameras set up, but the girls were in- 
sistent: there was plenty of time for 
picture-taking later, they told us in 
broken Malay; today and tonight were 
for feasting and sport! 

And not a single healthy man in the 
village, I noticed. The only males were 
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three or four ancient warriors who ; sat 
huddled up in the longhouse, too feeble 
to move around. There wasn’t a man 
under seventy or above ten in the en- 
tire longhouse. I couldn’t understand 
it. Had the entire male population 
gone to visit some other tribe? None 
of us could figure out a reason. 

But one thing was certain: in the 
absence of men, the attractive girls 
of this village definitely were giving 
us the glad hand. They seemed delight- 
ed to have men — any men — among 
them. 

After the meal, the girls left us alone 
for a little while. Linard, our pint- 
sized French cameraman, was positiv- 
ely aglow with rapture. 

“Such breasts! Not even in the Folies 
have I seen breasts like these ! And the 
skin — that rich golden-brown — the 

liquid grace with which these women 
move — ! ” 

“You’d better not talk like that when 
the husbands come home,” Ashfield 
said sourly. “The blighters might get 
upset and add your skull to the collec- 
tion up there.” 

“Where do you think the men are?” 
asked Lucchesi, one of the Italians. 

I shrugged. “Off on a hunt, maybe.” 

“Why don’t we ask the women about 
it?” Versins suggested. 

It seemed like a sensible idea, and, 
when the girls returned a few minutes 
later, Lucchesi put the question to 
them. The only answer he got was a 
chorus of giggles. The girls exchang- 
ed sly glances with each other. Ob- 
viously we were not going to be told. 

They tugged us to our feet and 
dragged us out of the house. It was 
close to twilight now, and there would 
soon be a sharp temperature drop. 
During the day, the thermometer 
hovers in the steaming eighties and 
nineties, but at night-fall it drops some 
thirty degrees sometimes. We were 
sweaty and grimy from the day’s hu- 
midity. And, to our surprise, we found 
the girls trying to peel our clothes off! 

“Time for a swim,” they chorused. 

Shrugging, we stripped, while the 
Dyak girls laughingly made twittering 
comments we could not understand. 
Then they wriggled out of their little 


skirts and bore us down to the stream. 

For the next half hour we frolicked 
in the cold, swiftly-flowing stream 
with some thirty naked Dyak maidens. 
The girls were superb swimmers, as 
you would expect from a tribe raised 
practically at the water’s edge, and 
they flashed around us like golden- 
brown fish, swimming between our 
legs, up-ending us, and generally hav- 
ing a good time. We were a little 
hesitant at first, but it wasn’t long 
before we joined in the spirit of the 
thing and pranced around in the water 
joyously. The Dyak girls had firm 
athletic bodies, and a tingle of excite- 
ment went through me every time I 
came in contact with one of them. I 
was beginning to get tremendously 
aroused sexually by these girls, and 
the fact that there were no men in the 
village made things all the more ap- 
pealing. All right, we were here to 
film an educational documentary 
movie — but that didn’t mean we 
couldn’t have some fun too! 


We came out of the water, dried off, 
and dressed in full view of the entire 
village. Old women and little children 
came down to the edge of the stream 
to see the white men naked. The sun 
had just about fallen by the time we 
were decent again. The temperature 
was dropping rapidly. The coolness 
was blessed after the hothouse tem- 
peratures we had endured all day. 

We noticed the girls murmuring 
among themselves. Suddenly seven of 
them — the seven prettiest — came for- 
ward. Each one slipped her arm 
through one of ours. The girl who 
chose me was one that I had had par- 
ticular sport with in the water. She 
was taller than most of the Dyak 
women, and her body would have done 
justice to a statue of a Greek goddess. 
She carried herself erect, with her 
shoulders thrown back and her high, 
perfectly-formed breasts jutting for- 
ward, twin mounds of loveliness. 

(Continued on page 51) 



27 



ATTACKED BY 
MONSTER CRABS 


was looking forward to a long after- 
noon of love with this busty daughter 
of a British diplomat. I wasn’t pre- 
pared for the nightmare events that 
would take place that afternoon. 

“Do you come here very often?” I 
asked as we beached the boat. 

She grinned enigmatically. “When- 
ever I feel the need to get away from 
the town.” 

(Continued on next page) 


CAN YOU THINK OF A MORE HORRIBLE WAY 
TO DIE, THAN TO BE TORN TO SHREDS BY A 
HORDE OF MONSTER CRABS? I CAN'T! BE- 
CAUSE IT ALMOST HAPPENED TO ME... 


by 

Dave Callahan 




■his is the place,” Pamela said. 
“We’ll be all alone here. Nobody 
ever comes here but me.” 

We climbed out of our outboard 
motor boat and up onto the sandy 
shore. We had come ashore on a tiny 
mangrove-dotted inlet along the coast 
of British Honduras, a little ways 
north of Belize, the capital. The place 
was idyllic. And we had the whole 
beach to ourselves, Pamela and I. I 






ATTACKED BY 
MONSTER CRABS 

“You come alone?” 

“Sometimes,” she said. “Unless I 
have company. Interesting company, 
like you, David.” 

Hand in hand, we climbed up the 
beachflank. It was a warm, muggy 
day; Pamela was wearing a man’s 
white shirt whose buttons barely man- 
aged to hold hack the magnificent 
thrust of her bosom, and a pair of 
khaki trousers that clung tightly to her 
hips and thighs. Overhead, the hot sun 
was burning its way through the thick 
clouds. I spread a blanket for the two 
of us. There were two hollies of local 
rum in the boat, for refreshments, and 
we had forgotten them. 

“I’ll go back to the boat and get 
them,” I said. When I reached the 
boat, 1 scooped up the bottles and 
looked up-beach. Pamela was peeling 
oil her blouse. She had nothing on 
underneath. I ogled her gently sway- 
ing breasts appreciatively as 1 ap- 


proached. She unbuttoned the trou- 
sers, kicked them off, and stood lovely 
and nude before me. 

Her body was evenly tanned — she 
had no telltale strips of white across 
her middle. From her throat down 
past her full, round breasts to her 
beautifully-sculpted legs, she was a 
splendid golden-brown. She shook her 
red hair out in the air. 

“Come — get undressed and let’s have 
a swim first,” she said in those crisp 
British accents that sounded so out 
of place in this primitive Central 
American country. “After we’ve 
bathed, we can enjoy ourselves on the 
blanket.” 

Smiling, I said, “You go ahead and 
get your feet wet while I’m opening 
the bottle. I want a nip of rum be- 
fore I get into the water.” 

She nodded and went skipping 
down to the edge of the beach, where 
the Caribbean waters lapped against 
the sand. As she ran I watched the 
smooth play of muscles in her hack 
and buttocks. If ever a girl had been 


made for love, I thought, Pamela had. 

She waded out into the shallow 
water while I busied myself with the 
corkscrew-attachment of my knife, 
f inally 1 got the boltle open and look 
a deep, tingling pull of the flavorsome 
British Honduras-style rum. Glancing 
down beach, I saw Pamela gleefully 
splashing around. She was swimming 
alongshore toward a projecting cove 
over to the east. 

I unbuckled my belt and started to 
slip out of my trousers. Suddenly I 
heard screams. 

“David! David! Help— the crabs— 
the crabs — ” 

I shaded my eyes and looked down- 
beach for her. She was almost com- 
pletely hidden around the cove; all 
I could see of her was her body from 
the breasts upward. She was leaping 
around wildly in the shallow water 
some thirty feet offshore. 

Grabbing up the unopened bottle of 
rum to use as a weapon, I sprinted 
toward the water. “What’s happen- 
ing?” I yelled. “What’s the trouble?” 

“The crahs!” she shrieked. “The 
monster crabs!” 

Half stumbling over myself in my 
hurry, I reached the edge of the shore. 
I here was Pamela, off shore in water 
no higher than her lovely knees- -and 
monster crabs a foot across were leap- 
ing up out of the water, gnashing their 
ugly pincers at her nude form! The 
water seemed to boil with their hid- 
eous forms. There must have been 
hundreds of the crabs, swarming up 
from their slumbers in the mud. 

She was screaming in utter mindless 
panic. I could see a bloody gash along 
one arm, another just beneath one 
jouncing breast. She was doing a 
wild dance, a death-dance, and the 
water around her was stained with red. 

And I heard the sound the crabs 
made: the dull, ominous clack-clack 
sound of heavy pincers cracking to- 
gether. 

Pamela was trying to beat the 
monsters off with her hands, but they 
were slashing her mercilessly on hip 
and thigh and arm and belly and but- 
tock and every other part of her body 
they could reach. 



“Aw, come on baby . . . how about one more belt for the road?” 
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Raising my bollle high as a dub, 

1 waded out into the water, conscious 
that my unprotected nakedness was 
terribly vulnerable to the attack of 
the crabs. I didn’t care. I had to 
save Pamela . . . 

* * * 

The picnic that turned into bloody 
nightmare took place only one day 
after I had first met Pamela Hunt. 1 
was in the sleepy capital of British 
Honduras on legal business. It seems 
that in 1940 a well-to-do family had 
fled from Belgium before Hitler’s le- 
gions, and had taken refuge in Belize, 
British Honduras. After the end of 
the war, one branch of the family emi- 
grated to New York, the rest staying 
behind in Central America. Now, a 
wealthy member of the New York 
branch had died, and I had been sent 
down here to seek out the beneficiaries 
of his will. 

I hadn’t been in Belize more than 
an hour when I met Pamela Hunt. 
Having checked in at my hotel, 1 
stepped out into the quiet street for 
a look round town. Turning a corner, 

I bumped into a tall and well built 
white woman abouL twenty-live years 
old. 

“Sorry,” I said automatically. I had 
almost knocked her down. 

“You mustn’t turn corners like 
that,” she said with an impish grin. 
“Down here nobody’s ever in a hurry, 
you see. Life moves slowly.” 

My eyes went up and down her lush 
body. “I’ll be more careful next time 
— but it certainly was a pleasure to 
bump into you, Miss — Miss — * 

“Hunt. Pamela Hunt. My father’s 
a member of the local diplomatic corps. 
I’ve been living here eight years, and 
it’s wonderful to see a strange face. A 
strange male face.” 

That was the beginning. Pamela 
volunteered to show me around town 
— there wasn’t much to see — and then 
we stopped in for a drink at a native 
rum-shop. She was terribly bored 
she told me, but her mother was dead 
and her father needed her to serve as 
hostess in diplomatic functions and 
the like. I was sympathetic. Sympa- 
thetic enough to find myself seated 


next to her in a trim little Jaguar, 
beading out of the heart of town and 
out to a handsome colonial mansion 
some five miles away. It formed a 
sharp contrast with the shoddy little 
native hovels. This, Pamela said, was 
her home. 

“Daddy” wasn’t home, it seemed. 
We went inside, were served cocktails 
by one of Daddy’s servants, and then 
went upstairs to Pamela’s room. She 
closed the door and was out of her 
clothes an instant later. I hadn’t ex- 
pected things to happen quite this way. 

She was no virgin, but it bad been 
a long lime since she bud made love., 
and I got the benefit of all the sto red- 
up passion inside her. Her body was 
fantastic, and she used it well. Maybe 
she hadn't bad much experience, but 
she was a natural bed-partner all the 
same. 

l.aler, as we lay utterly spent in each 
other’s arms, she asked me how long 
I was going to be here 

“A week or two,” I told her. “As 
soon as I’ve settled the business of the 
will, I’ll have to fly back to New 
York.” 

“Only a week ot two?” she pouted. 
“We must make the most of it, then! 
What are you doing tomorrow?” 

“In the morning I’m seeing the 
Schultz nephews, ” i said. “I’m free 
all afternoon, though.” 

“Splendid! There’s a wonderful 
little inlet up the coast from Belize. 
You need a motor bout to get to it, 
and hardly anyone around here has a 
motor boat. We do, though. 1 II ask 
Daddy to let me have the boat to- 
morrow, and we’ll have a little outing, 
shall we?” 

She insisted that I slay for dinner 
and meet Daddy- lie was a stuffed 
shirt who didn’t say three words to me 
beyond the formalities — and later that 
evening she drove me Lack to the hotel 
in town, agreeing to pick me up at 
noon the next day. 

I couldn’t wait. 1 dreamed of her 
that night- of this ravishing girl stuck 
away in a dreary Central American 
colony that was half jungle and half 
swamp, waiting for lovers to come. I 
even developed some fantasies of mar- 


rying her and taking her back to civi- 
lization with me. The more I thought 
about that, the more I liked the idea. 

I had survived for thirty-two years 
without getting hooked into matri- 
mony, but this girl had everything: 
beauty, brains, culture, and just the 
right touch of exoticism to make her 
something worth showing off in New 
York. 

The next morning I held my first 
conference wilh the Schultz heirs, but 
my mind wasn’t really on what 1 was 
doing, and the meeting was inconclu- 
sive. At noon, the little red Jaguar 
was wailing outside the hotel for me. 

1 kissed her hello as if I’d known 
her for years and not just for a single 
day, and we drove down to the harbor, 
where she turned the Jag over to a 
native servant and boarded the motor- 
boat that took us to her secret inlet. 

I’ve already told the next part — of 
how we beached the boat, how Pamela 
stripped to the buff and went down to 
the shore to wade. It was then that 
the hellish nightmare began, the night- 
mare that has haunted me every night 
in the three years since that day . . . 
the nightmare of attacking crabs . . . 

* * * 

Pamela’s beautiful face was a hid- 
eous mask of sheer terror and pain 
as I waded toward her, slipping and 
sliding on the slimy mud. Evil claws 
flicked up from the water around her, 
drawing blood at every touch, and she 
was cut off from the shore by a solid 
muss of the crabs. The drifting tides 
had sent slicks of blood up and down 
the shore, and more crabs were on 
their way to join the attack. 

I was thirty feet away from her . . . 
twenty . . . fifteen. My breath was com- 
ing in ragged bursts as I tried to run 
through the shallow water. I slipped 
and fell headlong; the rum-bottle 
dropped, and because it was the closest 
thing to a weapon I had, I knelt and 
groped in the choppy surf until I found 
it again. 

“I’m coming, Pam!” I yelled. 

“Hurry! Kill them! They’re tearing 
me apart!” 

( Continued on page 53) 
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THE SOUTH AMERICAN 
STRIP-TEASE MILL 
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Hottest gimmick on the South American market is the old fashioned North Ameri- 
can 6liell game we call . . . strip-tease for suckers. 



Near the bustling, hustling Brazilian 
city of Rio de Janeiro is one of South 
America's most famous landmakrs: 
the Club Del Lido. Here, in an exotic 
atmosphere,, the tourist is separated 
from his dollar the most painless way 
possible ... by watching a bevy of 
beautiful women take off their 
clothes. 






Therefore the sports who want the real thing 
don't go to the popular niteries. Instead, the 
shrewd ones in the know, hop a taxi to the 
nearest private club like the one we show here. 


For a small membership fee of about five bucks 
American, anyone can "join" the private club. 
Drinks, food and fun are just a little extra but 
it's more than worth it when compared to the 
run of the mill strip joints that don't. 
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As the evening progress in the private 
club . . . the music, drinks and the 
women grow warmer and warmer. 
And at the grand finale. Off comes 
everything the law will allow. And 
if you're there on a particularly good 
night... somethings the law doesn't 
allow. 


If you think you've seen all the 
strippers the world over, you'll still 
be pleasantly surprised when you 
meet the ones in Brazil. The big dif- 
ference here is the music. Blase as 
you may think you are, there's 
nothing quite as thrilling as watching 
a strip tease done to the strains of 
a Cha, Cha, Cha. 




But don't forget . . . beware the average South 
American strip-tease mill. You'll lose all in- 
terest in the game once you see what federal 
regulations can do to hamper the wonderful 
sport in the tropical country of Brazil. 
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HE WAS ALONE AGAINST A FEAR 
RIDDEN CROWD OF NATIVES AND A 
RENEGADE WHITE MAN WHO HAD 
SWORN TO KILL HIM. 


Park Weston 


J ERRY Persons would never have 
left Kuala Lumpur in the first place 
if he had known about the girl. 
Although in the end he was reconciled 
to the fact that it had been worth it, 
he was sure that he would not want 
to go through the whole thing again; 
not for anybody, not even for the lus- 
trous-bodied little Malayan girl who 
had known so many tricks of love. 

However, the fact of the matter is 
that Jerry Persons really had very 


little choice about going. His com- 
pany, Allied Tin Exports, Ltd. had 
told him to go. Allied Tin had its 
headquarters in Kuala Lumpur, the 
Malayan capital, on High Street, not 
far from where Market Bridge crossed 
the Kluang River. But it reached 
into the Malayan inlands, into the 
High Forest up around Kuala Krai. 
And here, of course, men must be sent 
from time to time. 

(Continued on page 54 


THE FIRST AND ONLY 

LOVE OF RAMEE 

(Continued from page 5) 
whom claim it for their own. Ameri- 
ca’s relations with India are consider- 
ed important, and consequently our 
position on this question of the owner- 
ship of Kashmir was of some interest. 

I will not dwell on my uneventful 
trip to Srinagar, nor on the rather 
tedious nature of my business there, 
which consisted mostly of interview- 
ing important figures in the govern- 
ment. Suffice it to say that in two 
weeks I had cabled my reports to the 
editor in New York, picked up my 
check, which, including expense 
money, amounted to a nice sum, anil 
struck out up the Indus River Valley 
for a look at the country. 

I did not really have the time to do 
so; I had an assignment waiting for 
me back in New York. But the op- 
portunity, plus the fact that I had 
money in pocket, a sometime thing 
with any writer, was too much to 
pass up. I reached, soon enough, the 
city of Leh, the largest on the Indus. 
The largest on the Indus is not very 
big by American standards. Perhaps 
3,000 people decorate its streets. No 
more, certainly. But they arc remark- 
able people. Indian of feature mostly, 
dark-liaircd and slim figured. The 
women wrap themselves in gay colored 
saris — simply robes which cover them 
from head to foot — and move grace- 
fully through the streets as if they were 
flowing like water, rather than walking. 

1 checked into the town’s lone hotel, 
a baked white brick affair. My room 
was clean, large, and open with un- 
glassed windows which gave on the 
street below. I showered, shaved, and 
dressed myself in fresh clothing, and 
then ordered up from below by means 
of an old-fashioned bell system a gin 
and tonic with which to add to my 
already strong feeling of well-being. 

In a moment a young Kashmiri 
arrived with the drink posted on a 
silver salver. He bowed, set the tray 
on the table, and hesitated. I lipped 
him a rupee — about thirty cents — 
which was too much. But I was feel- 


ing too well to quibble. Then I picked 
up the drink. As I did so I noticed 
on the salver a small printed card, 
plainly left for my perusal. It said, 
with frank honesty: BOK NELU: WE 
HAVE THE GIRLS. What it lacked 
in grammar it made up in succinct- 
ness, always a virtue in advertising. I 
was at first amused, and then curious. 
Was Kashmiri prostitution any dif- 
ferent from that of the rest of the 
world? Why not find out, I thought? 

And so, having had a second and 
then a third gin and tonic, and eaten 
my supper, I strolled down the main 
street of Leh in the general direction 
of the business establishment of Bok 
Nelu. 

My interest, let it be said, was purely 
disinterested. I have had enough ex- 
perience with the unprivileged women 
of the world to know that they are for 
the most part filthy, diseased, and 
usually rather ugly. I was going to 
look, not taste, Mr. Nelu’s wares. 

I found his place simply enough. It 
was located on the second floor of a 
two-story building, entered by a set of 
stairs which ran up along the side 
of the edifice. I climbed the stairs 
and knocked on the door. 

In a moment the door was opened 
by a short, fat gentleman wearing dirty 
white duck trousers and a white shirt 
open at the throat. On his feet he 
wore sneakers, and around his head, 
after the Indian fashion, a white 
kerchief. He was, taken altogether, a 
man in white, albeit somewhat smudgy 
white. 

“Mr. Nelu?” I said. 

lie gestured gracefully and answered 
me in Punjabi, a dialect with which 
1 am vaguely familiar. “Indeed, I had 
been hoping you would come to visit 
my poor house.” 

“Oh?” I said, surprised. “You ex- 
pected me?” 

"Not expected. Hoped. The arrival 
of an American in Leh is an occasion 
for celebration. We do not often have 
distinguished company from abroad.” 

“Ah,” I said, “I see.” Probably, I 
figured, half the population of the city 
was praying for me to fall into their 
lairs. In any case, Mr. Nelu was 


plainly delighted to see me. 

“My dear sir,” he said, bowing his 
fat little body, “what will be your 
pleasure.” 

“To be honest,” I confessed, “I am 
a journalist. My interest is mostly 
mere curiosity.” His face fell a little, 
and so I added: “However, I would 
not want to take up your time without 
recompensing you for it.” 

This suggestion of money cheered 
him up again, and he waved me on 
through a curtain into a back room. 
The room was just barely lit by an 
pair of oil lamps hanging from the 
ceiling. A couple of low divans rang- 
ed along one wall. Between them was 
a low teakwood table on which re- 
posed a bottle or two of liqueur, and 
a pair of dainty blue glasses, quite 
fine in manufacture. The walls were 
draped in a variety of tapestries, ex- 
tremely carefully woven. At first 
glance they seemed to be merely 
studies of men and women; but as I 
took a second glance, I discovered 
they were by and large engaged in 
the act of love in a bewildering variety 
of postures. “You like my hangings?” 
Mr. Nelu said, grinning. 

“They’re imaginative, to say the 
least,” I rejoined. 

“I can arrange for you to obtain 
their equal,” Mr. Nelu said, obviously 
a man with an eye for the dollar. 
“But please be seated. We can discuss 
that afterwards.” 

I sat, and Mr. Nelu poured me a 
bit of the liqueur from the bottle. It 
turned out to be some manner of 
cherry brandy, sweetish, but powerful. 
Then, as I sat sipping, Mr. Nelu 
clapped his hands. 

Almost immediately a damsel ap- 
peared from a door hidden behind one 
of the tapestries. She was cloaked 
from head to foot. And then, with 
astonishing speed, she swept away her 
sari and stood naked before us. “Very 
athletic woman,” Mr. Nelu said calm- 
ly. “Quite practised in all the arts. 
She will do whatever you like.” 

I gestured her away. “No thank 
you, really, Mr. Nelu.” 

Uijdiscouraged, Mr. Nelu clapped 
his hands again. Another girl appear- 
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ed and repeated the performance, ex- 
cept that this one did a little dance, 
swaying her lithe, sinuous body from 
side to side in time to unheard music. 
But again I protested. The girl dis- 
appeared. 

Mr. Nelu was sure, however, that 
he catch me with some bait, and he 
proceeded to trot out the wares of his 
entire collection for my inspection. He 
had collected well. They were a varied 
lot, not hard to look at, but mostly 
remarkable for the size of their 
bosoms, which was inordinate. Un- 
fortunately, although they were well 
formed, some of them seemed to have 
seen a good deal of hard usage. I must 
admit that I did not mind especially 
thus employing my time. But I felt 
that I was presuming on Mr. Nelu’s 
good wishes. I had no intention of 
buying. So I said as much. “Mr. Nelu, 
this is very kind of you, but I’m not 
interested.” 

He frowned. “You like something 
special?” he said. “I can arrange for 


a showing. A boy, a girl, two girls, 
whatever you desire. Ten rupees. Very 
inexpensive.” 

“No, really, Mr. Nelu,” I said. “I’m 
just not interested.” 

His frown deepened, and then in a 
moment it vanished. “Ah,” he said. 
“I have someone very special, some- 
thing that is rare among us. But per- 
haps you will be interested in this. 
Although I warn you, the orice is four 
hundred rupees.” 

That was a lot of money by. Kash- 
miri standards, something like a 
hundred dollars. In Kashmir a laborer 
lives comfortably on fifty dollars a 
year. My curiosity was piqued. What 
did he have worth a hundred dollars? 
“All right, Mr. Nelu,” I said. “Let’s 
see her.” 

He clapped his hands again. And 
from behind the curtain a young girl, 
hardly more than sixteen, appeared. 
She too was wrapped in a sari, cloak- 
ed up to the eyes, which shone lumi- 
nously in the half-lit room. “This,” 


Mr. Nelu said, “is Ramee. I have just 
purchased her from her family in a 
village near to here. She is exquisite. 
She is also a virgin. Now you must 
understand that virgins are very dif- 
ficult to find. That is why the price 
is so high. Also, you must understand 
that Ramee cost me two hundred 
rupees.” 

I figured that to be a lie; and in 
arty case, I was not to be taken in by 
this merchant’s droll tale. “Mr. Nelu,” 
I said, “that’s the oldest pitch in the 
books. I don’t believe it.” 

He looked hurt. “Sir, honor-bound, 
that is true. I will return your money 
if it is not so.” 

Again, I backed off. I wouldn’t 
have much chance to get my money 
back. At the first sign of trouble Mr. 
Nelu would scream for the local gen- 
darmes, and have me removed. I’d 
seen that game tried too often. “Mr. 
Nelu, no thanks.” 

( Continued on page 51 ) 
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Picasso may well be the lion of Paris' artists— but then he paints only on canvases. Human 
bodies are infinitely harder to paint on— for a variety of reasons— and the master of this me- 
dium is Monsieur Choppy, master of the Moulin Rouge. 


One of the world’s daffiest (and delightful ) celebrations is enacted each year at the 
famed Mouling Rouge nitery in Paris, France. It’s called . . . 


FRANCE’S NUDE MODEL 
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A true artist, M. Choppy (that's his real 
name) picks each girl according to the char- 
acter she's going to portray. "Eet would be 
most impossible," says the artist, "to have 
a nautical theme painted on the back of a 
girl who is really cut out for something else." 





I’m a liquor salesman.” 
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I WAS A 

TANGIER'S SMUGGLER 

(Continued from page 16) 

have been more than Iwcnly-one or 
twenty-two, and she couldn’t speak a 
word of English. I found myself envy- 
ing the little Lebanese. The girl — I 
never found out her name — was a long- 
legged lovely, with skin the color of 
light chocolate. She wore a low-cut 
western-style dress that revealed the 
creamy upper hemispheres of her full, 
swelling breasts. She was a breath- 
taking sight. I ordered Sinkwich, our 
Number Two mate, to take her below 
to her cabin while we finished loading. 

It was past sundown by the time we 
shoved off. I spent the first hour in 
a state of nerves, f or the first time, 
I realized what risks I was running for 
the sake of this cargo. If we were 
caught, we might spend the rest of 
our lives rotting away behind bars. 
Law is notoriously vague in Medi- 
terranean countries. We could be 
jailed without trial and then simply 
forgotten about for ten or twenty 
years, and there would be no way we 
could protest — for who would listen? 

Even so, it was worth it. $6000 for 
a three-day trip, and 25% of the fee 
was mine as skipper — $1500. My five 
cohorts would each draw $900. Not 
bad for a few days’ work. At that 
rate I could earn as much in a month 
as I did in a whole year in England, 
and none of it would be taxed. 

I spent the first hour alone on the 
deck as we passed through the Straits 
of Gibraltar. The Spanish customs 
men at that time came from two direc- 
tions — south from Algeciras and north 
from Ceuta — and sometimes they pre- 
ferred machine-gunning to asking 
questions. The harbor in Tangier Bay 
is lined with derelict hulls rotting 
away — “Death Row,” that district is 
called. The ships belonged to smug- 
glers who didn’t quite make it through 
the Straits. 

But luck was with us. No customs 
boats appeared. An hour and a half 
after leaving, Sinkwich came up from 
below and tapped me on the shoulder. 
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“Our passenger wants to see you, 
Skipper.” He was leering gaily. “Have 
fun, old man!” 

I nodded. “Keep an eye peeled for 
the customs boats. I’ll be back up 
here as soon as I can.” 

“Take your time!” he called after 
me. 


I went belowdecks and made my 
way through the narrow companion- 
way to the cabin where we had put 
the Lebanese’s mistress. I knocked. 

“Chi va la?” she asked in Italian, 
repeating it in French: Who’s there?” 
My French vocabulary is bigger 
than my Italian one, but my pronun- 
ciation is lousy in French. I said in 
Italian, “II capilano.” 

She opened the door. She was wear- 
ing a filmy nightgown and a big 
smile. A moment later, she swept her 
arms upward briskly and she was 
wearing just the smile. 

Her body was flawless: high, proud, 
red-tipped breasts, a softly rounded 
belly, gently curving hips. Her skin 
was delicately pale — the finest sort an 
Arab woman can have. She looked 
like a magnificent animal. 

“I was lonely,” she said, locking the 
cabin door behind me. 

For an uneasy moment I wondered 
whether there was some trick involved 
in all this. But I didn’t stop to argue. 
She pirouetted into my arms, pressing 
her breasts up against me as I fondled 
the firm roundnesses of her buttocks. 
Then she drew me down to the bed, 
giggling in anticipation of pleasure, 
glueing her mouth to mine, taking my 
hands and making them move over 
every part of her body until she vir- 
tually quivered with frenzy. 

She was an expert in lovemaking: 
I’ve never had it better, either before 
or since. I think she was one of those 
girls who is spotted at an early age, 
say twelve or thirteen, and taken to 
the Tangier Casbah to be instructed in 
the arts of love — and then, at eighteen, 
after an intensive five-year course, is 
sold to some well-heeled Lothario for 
his private use. This girl had obvious- 


ly had the postgraduate course too. 
She could do everything in the books, 
and a couple of Arab specialties I had 
never even thought of. 

The next three hours were just one 
long happy tumult of heaving breasts 
and writhing pelvises, of undulating 
hips and bouncing buttocks. We didn’t 
do any talking in Italian or French 
or any other language except the lan- 
guage of our bodies, but that con- 
versation was a doozie. 

And then, finally, I remembered I 
was skipper of a smuggling launch. 
I detached myself from her ardent 
grasp, got back into my clothes, and 
mumbled clumsy Italian apologies as 
I backed out of the cabin. 

Sinkwich was still on deck. “No 
sign of trouble?” I asked him. 

“All’s well, skipper. How was it 
belowdecks?” 

“All was well down there,” I said, 
tightening my belt a little. 


The next two days passed quickly 
— too quickly, from one point of view, 
and not quickly enough, for another. 
I would have loved to spend months 
at sea with the Lebanese’s Moroccan 
belle — but, contrariwise, I was anxious 
to reach our rendezvous and get rid 
of our cargo. 

We dodged some bad weather round 
the Gulf of Lyons by skirting east of 
the Balearics, and that put us a little 
bit ahead of schedule. I managed to 
fit two more sessions with the Moroc- 
can into my personal schedule. She 
was distributing her favors impartially 
among everybody on board. My crew, 
being Englishmen, did not boast about 
their “conquest,” but I could tell from 
the smug expressions on their faces 
that it wasn’t only the Skipper who was 
rolling in the hay belowdecks. Ap- 
parently the Lebanese’s little girl was 
a very hot cookie who needed constant 
satisfaction to keep herself happy — 
and with a boatload of willing men, 
she must have been extremely happy 
indeed. 

On the third day, we were getting 
pretty close to shore and to our ren- 


I WAS A 

TANGIER'S SMUGGLER 

dezvous, four miles south of Portofino 
on the Riviera. The ship was blacked 
out, and I had forbidden smoking on 
deck. I scanned the horizon tensely, 
looking for sign of a Customs boa! 
from Genoa. If anything, the Italian 
customs men have become stricter than 
the Spanish boys, and the sentences are 
stiff: it’s an automatic seven-day jail 
term for being caught buying or selling 
even a single pack of bootleg Ameri- 
can butts, and getting nabbed with a 
thousand cases would be very very 
bad — a lo-o-o-ng jail term with no 
hope of help from the local American 
consul, who isn’t going to break his 
back to bail out a smuggler. 

Mario, our pilot, came on deck with 
a cigarette dangling lightheartedly 
from his lips. 

“I thought I told everybody there 
was to be no smoking on deck this 
close to shore!” I snapped. 

Mario grinned and punched my 
shoulder cheerfully. “Donta you 
worry, Skipper. My boss, he gotta deal 
with the custom polizia. They look 
the other way and my boss put a 
couple kilos oil in da Custom launch 
diesel fuel when he expects da cargo.” 

“I’m still not taking any chances,” 
I said. “Douse the cigarette.” 

He grumbled a bit, but finally tossed 
it over the rail. Neither my precau- 
tions nor shoreside sabotage helped 
us, though. Maybe Mario’s boss forgot 
to dump sugar into the fuel this time. 
Anyway, around 2 A.M. we heard the 
sound of a launch coming toward us. 
The thick coastal haze made it almost 
impossible for us to see them — but 
they could see us, it seemed. 

A Genoese customs launch — coming 
right at us — and we had a thousand 
cases of undeclared cigarettes below- 
decks ! 

Suddenly all hands were on deck. 
Mario couldn’t understand it. 

“What should we do, Skipper?” I 
was asked. “Make a break for it?” 

I shook my head. “That would be 
sheer suicide. Let’s try to bluff them 
out.” 


A few moments later the launch 
pulled up alongside us. An Italian 
customs officer signalled that he was 
coming aboard. He was short and 
stocky, with a grim, efficient look 
about him. 

(Continued on page 57) 

THE FIRST AND ONLY 
LOVE OF RAMEE 

(Continued from page 43 ) 

The flesh merchant shrugged. “I 
cannot convince you. All right then, 
would you care to look at Ramee. She 
is truly a wonder. The price for that 
is less. Fifty rupees.” 

That sounded more reasonable. I 
could afford to risk ten dollars to see 
something as charming as Mr. Nelu 
made her sound. I gave him the 
money, and he gestured to the girl. 

With slow, graceful movements she 
unwrapped the sari. In a moment she 
was naked. Mr. Nelu had not lied 
about her beauty. She was truly 
breathtaking. Her hair fell long to 
the middle of her back. Her breasts 
sprung upwards in the first flush of 
womanhood. Her rounded hips join- 
ed a pair of magnificently curved legs, 
and her waist was incredibly thin. She 
turned slowly for my edification, and 
I could see that there was not a blem- 
ish on her soft, darkly luminous, satiny 
skin. Her face was soft and perfectly 
made. Her eyes were oval and stared 
at me unabashed. “Mr. Nelu,” I said. 
“You are right. Your Ramee is ex- 
quisite. But I cannot believe that she 
is a virgin.” 

He shrugged resignedly. “As you 
say. But I promise you she is.” He 
dismissed the girl, and I got up to go. 

“Thank you,” I said, “I enjoyed it 
very much.” I gave him another ten 
dollars for his trouble, and went out, 
walking rapidly back to the hotel. I 
was in need of a drink. The cherry 
cordial had left a sticky sweet taste 
in my mouth, and I wanted something 
of the tart taste of gin to clean it out. 

I was thinking in anticipation of the 
taste of the gin to come as I walked 


toward the hotel and, consequently, it 
was not until I was nearly there that 
I became aware that someone was fol- 
lowing me. Immediately I stopped and 
turned quickly. 

Behind me, standing in the door- 
way, was a shrouded figure. I was not 
positive that it was somebody on my 
tracks. It was, perhaps, simply some- 
body who had been standing there all 
along. I turned and started walking 
again, and then after a minute I swung 
around and looked. The shrouded 
(Continued on page 64) 

SEX ORGIES OF SARAWAK 

(Continued from page 27) 

The meaning of this little incident 
seemed unmistakable. We were being 
offered companions for the night; the 
loveliest girls of the village would be 
ours. We glanced at each other and 
shrugged. Down in Kuching, we had 
been warned that the Dyaks become 
deeply insulted at the refusal of hos- 
pitality. We would be courting trouble 
if we snubbed these girls. 

As if we wanted to snub them! 

We were led into the longhouse, 
while the older women of the village 
followed, commenting noisily about 
us — or so we imagined — in a dialect 
we could not understand. We were 
given two rooms of the longhouse — 
Iacometti, Linard, and I going into one 
room, Lucchesi, Versins, Ashfield, and 
Cavaradossi being led into the other. 

The rooms were totally dark, which 
made up for the lack of privacy. The 
longhouse was full of noise — people 
talking in the communal room outside, 
dogs howling, village pigs oinking be- 
neath the floors, roosters crowing in 
the distance. I stretched out on a 
sleeping-mat, kicking off my clothes 
and putting them near me. My lovely 
partner for the night took her place 
on the mat too, and in a moment had 
twined her cool, smooth-skinned limbs 
around my own. 

The next two hours were strange 
ones — perhaps the strangest in all my 
travelling experience. I had never 

(Continued on next page) 
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SEX ORGIES OF SARAWAK 

(Continued from page 51) 
made love in a room that contained 
two other couples, before. But it was 
so dark I could not see anything. I 
could hear Linard murmuring in 
amorous French to his partner, and 
from lacometti’s part of the room 
came the sighs and grunts of passion. 
But 1 soon forgot all about what was 
happening elsewhere in the room. 

My companion’s technique of love 
startled me. It was quite different 
from anything I had experienced in 
the Western world. She taught me the 
Dyak positions of love, and then -I 
showed her the Western way. Not a 
word was spoken during our entire 
encounter. I felt her heavy breasts 
thrusting against me, sensed her hips 
undulating, lasted the langy, spicy 
compound with which she had per- 
fumed herself. 

It was glorious. I remember think- 
ing to myself, If we had only filmed 
this session, we could forget all about 
the documentary nonsense and make' 
fortunes renting the film out to slag 
parlies. 

Then I drifted off to sleep, with the 
warmth of the Dyak woman neatled 
close beside me. 

I must have slept no more than an 
hour, though it seemed like much 
longer. And suddenly, the night was 
split by a frantic yowl of pain. 

The next few moments were instants 
of frantic action and confusion. I 
felt hands gripping my body; I woke 
up in an instant, wriggling free of 
their grasp, and in the same moment 
Iacometti sat up and switched on a 
flashlight. 

The scene was horrifying. In the 
far corner of the room, poor little 
Linard was writhing in hellish agonies. 
Blood was spouting from his loins and 
from his throat, while the girl he had 
slept with was standing above him, 
wielding an immense blood-stained 
knife. 

Anti the other two girls had been 
just about to perpetrate similar attacks 
on Iacometti and me! 


But they were startled by the abrupt 
appearance of the flashlight. I saw 
Iacometti kick out viciously at the girl 
who had been about to mutilate him, 
and I did the same. The blades went 
clattering to the ground. The sounds 
of struggle came from the next room 
too. 

“Come on!” I grunted, clambering 
into my trousers. “They’re out to 
murder us. We’ve got to run!” 

And run we did. Iacometti grabbed 
up Linard’s bleeding body and we 
made a rush for the exit, half-dressed. 
Ashfield and Versins came pouring out 
of the adjoining room, followed by 
Luecliesi and Cavaradossi. The Ita- 
lians were both bleeding from super- 
ficial'chest cuts. Lucehesi was totally 
naked; he hadn’t even had time to 
grab his trousers. 

We put the ladders in place — they 
had been drawn up for the night — 
and scrambled down them, just as 
more bladewielding women appeared. 
Cavaradossi and Versins ran down the 
row, yanking the ladders down. Then 
we made a dash for it, stopping only 
to grab up our camera equipment, 
which had been left in the central 
clearing for the night. 

We must have set an all-time record 
for the three-hundred yard sprint. We 
arrived at the river breathless and 
clambered into the boats. Cutting the 
tethers, we pushed away from shore 
just as a dozen or so of the women 
reached the landing. 

We were too stunned to talk, and I 
couldn’t bear to look at Linard. The 
little Frenchman was dead from loss of 
blood by this time. He had been hid- 
eously mutilated. 

Paddling for all we were worth, we 
travelled downstream for more than 
an hour, then stopped and buried 
Linard. We proceeded on toward 
Sarikei, numb with horror and shock, 
while mocking night-birds squawked 
at us from the banks of the river. 

“You were lucky they bungled the 
job,” a long-time resident in Sarawak 
told us the next day. “But we should 
have warned you: stay away from 
manlcss villages!” 

We got the explanation then. The 


village had been made ceremonially 
impure by members of another tribe 
who had slipped in one afternoon and 
raped some of the women. By religious 
custom of the village, no village hus- 
band could sleep with his wife until 
the impurity was wiped out. There- 
fore, all the able-bodied men of the 
village had gone on a long-range hunt. 
At the time we had arrived, they had 
been gone nearly three weeks. A long 
time to leave such amorous women 
alone. 

And then we had blundered along, 
very conveniently for the village’s 
love-starved women. Because the way 
to purify the village was to catch sev- 
eral outsiders, castrate them, sprinkle 
their blood on the impure women, and 
finally add their skulls to the collec- 
tion in the longhouse’s rafters. 

That was why the native girls were 
so happy to see us — it meant that their 
husbands would soon be able to come 
home. Sex-hungry as they were, they 
resolved to have some fun with us first 
— what did it matter, they must have 
thought, since everything was to be 
purified afterwards? But in the dark- 
ness they had failed to kill Linard on 
the first thrust, and his howls had 
awakened the rest of us — just in time 
to save ourselves, if not poor Linard, 
from mutilation and death. 

Shuddering, we thanked our inform- 
ant for the news, collected our cam- 
eras, and moved on. We got our film 
finished, finally, by going eastward up 
the Kemena river and taking our shots 
there. But this time we made sure 
each village we entered had its full 
complement of men, and, remembering 
the fate of Linard, we slept with our 
guns at our sides and forced ourselves 
to ignore the charm of the Dyak 
women. The night I spent in the hay 
with that beauteous Dyak belle had 
nearly been my last, and I kept far 
away from those dangerous Dyak 
women for the rest of my time in 
Sarawak. It was just loo bad, but I 
never got a chance again to use the 
lessons I had received in Dyak love- 
making. 

The end 
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ATTACKED BY 
MONSTER CRABS 

(Continued from page 31) 

Hot fire lanced through my left 
thigh and I knew I had reached the 
breeding-ground of the crabs. I 
slammed down with the bottle, hard, 
and something loathsome crunched. 
The dead crab still clung to my flesh. 
1 brushed it away. 

Pamela was surrounded by crabs 
now. They had almost bitten com- 
pletely to the bone of her left arm; 
blood spurted in terrible gouts from 
the wound. There were deep slashes 
along the ripe curves of her buttocks. 
She was picking up the crabs and hurl- 
ing them further out to sea, trying to 
make her way through the boiling 
mass of them and back to shore. 

I tried to help her, smashing my 
bottle against them to stun them, and 
tossing them as far as I could. But it 
was hopeless. A naked man and a 
naked woman, armed only with a glass 
bottle between them, could not defend 
themselves against a seething ocean of 
monster crabs. I felt them nipping at 
my calves, my thighs, my loins . . . 

A crab was crawling up Pamela’s 
body. She screamed as its pincers bit 
into the soft flesh of her breast. I 
beat my way to her and wrenched the 
hideous creature from her body. Blood 
poured from the wound. I had suf- 
fered a dozen bites by now myself, 
and the salt water of the Caribbean 
turned them into a dozen pinpoints of 
blazing agony. 

I got my arm around Pamela’s 
shoulders. She was sobbing hysteri- 
cally, sliding and losing her footing, 
and she hardly knew which way to 
turn. I guided her, dragged her actual- 
ly, while desperately trying to clear a 
path through the thick mass of crabs 
with the bottle. I might have succeed- 
ed — we were only a dozen feet off 
shore — but suddenly Pamela, her bare 
body slippery from blood and salt 
water, eluded my grasp and slid be- 
neath the surface of the water! 

Instantly a swarm of black shells 
made for her. I groped blindly, try- 
ing to draw her up — and as I reached 


for her, fierce pincers seized my wrist. 
The sharp grip tightened . . . tighten- 
ed .. . I stared at my hand as though 
it were a stranger’s, and knew oddly 
that I was going to lose it. But, 
through a miracle, I managed to pry 
the crab loose. My wrist was slashed 
to the bone, but I had kept my hand. 

Pamela, I thought. Where is Pame- 
la? 

Her wild thrashings had carried her 
five feet further out to sea. I could 
make out arms and legs thrusting 
above the water, and hundreds of blue- 
black giant crabs swarming round her. 

I waded toward her — caught her by 
one arm and one leg — dragged her 
bodily from the water. 

Crabs followed us as we made for 
shore. But only a few actually crawled 
out onto the sand. I got a good look 
at one, a repellent beast with busy 
little legs and two beady eyes flicker- 
ing at me, and then I pounded the life 
out of it with my bottle of rum. 

I fought back the temptation to col- 
lapse on the warm sand. I was comple- 
tely exhausted, bleeding from twenty 
deep gashes. But I had to look after 
Pamela. Pamela who was half drown- 
ed, Pamela whose body was mutilated 
by a hundred horrible slashes — 

I knelt over her. She was a ghastly 
sight, lying facedown on the sand, with 


great gaping rents in her golden- 
brown flesh. The muscles of her back, 
whose play I had admired only min- 
utes before, now stood terribly ex- 
posed to my sight where the skin had 
been ripped away. 

I rolled her over. One full breast 
had been sliced practically in half by 
a pincer. Her belly and thighs were 
dreadfully ripped apart. Blood seeped 
from her wounds into the sand, and I 
knew there would be no help for her. 
I put my ear to her breast. There was 
no sound of a heartbeat. Whether she 
had drowned or died of loss of blood, 
I had no way of knowing. 

Numb and shocked myself, I lifted 
her mutilated body and carried it back 
to the blanket. There, I wrapped her 
in it. Then I dressed, though it was 
hell for me. I had four serious cuts 
and a host of minor ones. Somehow 
I got Pamela’s body down to the 
motor-boat, and found my way back 
to Belize. There, I staggered up onto 
the dock and called out for help, and 
toppled face-forward, too weak to stay 
conscious any longer. 

* # # 

The next few days are blurred in my 
memory. I was taken to the local hos- 
pital, and there my wounds were 
(Continued on next page) 
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hound. 1 spent a few days in hed 
with a high fever. Pamela’s father 
came to pay me a visit, and I told him 
the story as it had truthfully happen- 
ed: Pamela had invited me to the inlet 
for the day, she had gone wading and 
somehow blundered into a nesting- 
ground of giant Caribbean crabs, and 
they had attacked her and cut her to 
pieces before I could save her. He 
seemed to be willing to believe that, 
lie hardly appeared to care about his 
daughter’s bloody fate. 

When 1 recovered from my experi- 
ence, 1 finished up my business in 
Belize and Hew back to the States. 
That was three years ago. 1 haven’t 
been able to go near salt-water since. 
And 1 lay awake at night thinking of 
the long-limbed redhead with the 
calendar-girl body, who gave herself 
to me one night in British Honduras 
and who met a death of unimaginable 
grisliness the next day. 

The end 

THE MALAYAN GIRL 
CAME AT NIGHT 

( Continued from page 41 ) 

This lime Jerry Persons, because he 
had a good working knowledge of the 
Malayan longue, was asked to go. The 
young American packed a calfskin 
bug, gift from his Sandusky, Ohio 
friends when he had debarked for 
Malaya a year earlier, got onto the 
narrow gauge railroad, and traveled 
the dusty, hot three hundred miles to 
Kuala Krai. Here he disembarked, 
rented a small canoe, and proceeded 
five miles up the Kalangtan River to 
the mine pits he was concerned with. 

His mission was simple. The cur- 
rent accounts of the mine chief, an 
Englishman named Horace Simpson, 
seemed erratic, to say the least. Simp- 
son claimed a scarcity of labor was 
forcing him to cut back production 
in some months. Nonetheless, although 


Malayan labor was a sometime thing, 
the suspicion remained that Simpson 
was peddling off some of the tin ore 
to private companies, probably some 
combine of the extremely astute and 
active Chinese who run most of 
Malaya’s businesses. 

Jerry Persons arrived at his destina- 
tion at noon. He pulled the canoe up 
onto the en forested river bank and 
proceeded into the little village some 
fifty yards from the river. Here was 
a collection of small buildings made of 
fiber-lashed bamboo poles and roofed 
with woven mats of palm strips. Be- 
yond a little bit was the wooden frame 
building where Simpson ruled — the 
combination administration building 
and living quarters for the three or 
four Europeans who ran the place. 

Persons was in no hurry to see 
Simpson, however. His main interest 
was in talking to the Malayans. To 
this end he simply walked up to the 
first hut, poked his head through the 
door, and spoke a quick “Hello.” 

An old woman sat there, hardly 
bothering to lift her eyes to speak to 
him. “ Ganisak ,” she said. “Hello.” 
“Where are the men?” Persons said. 
She gestured with her thumb. “At 
mines. In the hills.” 

“All of them?” 

She nodded. “Yes.” 

“Do they go every day?” 

“Alw r ays they go. No work, no 
money, no food.” 

So that very simply was that. It 
appeared that the men were working 
and therefore it must seem that pro- 
duction should always keep an even 
pace. It began to look as if Simpson 
was making off with a little ore on his 
own. But of course Persons could not 
draw any conclusions on the say so 
of one old woman. So he continued 
to make the rounds of the village, ask- 
ing questions and jotting down in- 
formation in his little note book. By 
the time noon arrived he had covered 
a lot of ground. Undoubtedly some- 
thing was fishy. But still he had a 
great more checking to do. 

He was standing there in the middle 
of the village considering his next 
move when he heard the sound of 


motors. He turned and looked. A 
couple of Army surplus six-by-sixes 
were coming down the tote road that 
led up to the mines. They were filled 
with laborers coming down for lunch. 
In front of them, leading the parade, 
was a jeep with a Malayan at the wheel 
and a mustached European leaning in- 
dolently back in his seat. Simpson, 
Jerry assumed. And as the jeep pulled 
up he discovered he was right. 

Simpson, a thin, wiry man, with a 
bit of a mustache like a charcoal smear 
under his nose, eyed Jerry for a mo- 
ment. “Who are you?” he said finally 
in his clipped British accent. “What 
are you doing here?” 

Smiling pleasantly, Jerry stuck out 
his hand. “My name’s Persons, Mr. 
Simpson. The front office sent me out 
for a little information. There seems 
to be some confusion about your ac- 
counting of your ore production. The 
front office wants me to see if I can’t 
straighten it out.” 

Simpson eyed Jerry suspiciously. “I 
suppose it can wait until after lunch?” 
he said. 

“Certainly,” Jerry said courteously. 
“No rush at all. And speaking of 
lunch, what do I do about that?” 

Blandly, Simpson faced him. “I’d 
love to have you up at the main house, 
Persons, but since we didn’t know you 
were coming we’ve got nothing ready. 
I’ll tell you, there’s an empty hut over 
there. Make yourself comfortable and 
I’ll send one of the women down with 
something for you.” 

Jerry was annoyed. Plainly Simp- 
son wanted him out of the way until 
he could tip off people to keep their 
mouths shut; but he did not want to 
antagonize the man until he had to. 
“Fine,” he said. “I’ll do that. Perhaps 
after the men have gone back up to 
the mines this afternoon we can talk.” 

Simpson nodded curtly, and gestur- 
ed to the driver to pull on up to the 
main house. Jerry watched him go. 
And then he turned and w'ent into the 
hut. He was hot and tired from his 
morning’s work, and he cast himself 
immediately down on the rush-covered 
bamboo floor. For a half an hour he 
sat there waiting in the sprinkle of 
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sunshine which filtered through the 
woven roof, half-dozing, nothing on his 
mind. Then he heard a noise and he 
stood. Coming down the path toward 
him was a young Malayan girl. She 
wore the traditional costume of the 
country: a sarong-like affair covering 
her hips, a shawl wrapped around her 
breasts and a turban around her head, 
all in bright colors. She was carrying 
a basket of something. A pretty girl, 
he thought, and young. But then most 
of the Malayans, who are among the 
most beautiful people in the world, 
were pretty. He saluted her casually 
as she came up. “Hello,” he said. 

She smiled prettily. “Hello. I have 
brought lunch.” 

“Good. I’m hungry.” He smiled at 
her. 

She returned the smile and kneeled 
on the floor, allowing the wrap-around 
skirt to open about her leg, revealing 
a fine tanned leg and a silk-smooth 
thigh. Then she emptied from the 
basket his lunch: a bottle of vinna , the 
local wine; a couple of kummallikka 
melons, boiled eggs, and the hot beef 
dish called pasu-mamsam. “See?” she 
said. “Nice lunch.” 

Jerry sat himself down crossed- 
legged on the floor and began im- 
mediately to eat, first swallowing a 
mouthful of the wine to take the dust 
from his throat. And then to his sur- 
prise he realized that the girl was not 
leaving. She was sitting across from 
the heap of food staring at him solemn- 
ly, a shy smile on her face. 

He looked at her. “Would you like 
something to eat?” 

She shook her head. “I have eaten,” 
she said. Then she paused, glanced at 
the ground and glanced back at Jerry. 
“You stay here long?” 

He shook his head. “Not long, I 
think. I’ll go tomorrow, maybe, or the 
next day.” 

“What you do lien;?” she asked 
curiously. 

“Oh, I’m just checking into a few 
things for the front office. Nothing 
important.” He certainly did not want 
the word to get around that he was 
suspicious of Sirnpson. Presumably 
the workers did not know of his de- 


predations on the Company’s ore; or 
else they knew and were on Simpson’s 
side. Very likely he was paying some 
of them a little extra to cooperate with 
him. 

“Checking what?” she said blandly. 

Now he gave her a second look. She 
was mighty interested in all his doings. 
“Some bookkeeping things. Nothing 
important.” 

She nodded. “I know bookkeeping. 
Old women say you write things down 
in book.” 

The word had gotten around fast. 
“It’s not important,” he said. 

“You have book? Can I see book?” 

He paused and looked at her. It was 
beginning to dawn on him that she 
was probably prying at Simpson’s be- 
hest. He wondered about that. Why 
should she support Simpson’s bad 
dealings? “Never mind,” he said 
truculently. “Forget about it.” 

So she shrugged, picked up the 
basket, and left him to finish his meal 
in peace. And that was the end of that, 
for the moment. He spent the after- 
noon with Simpson, asking questions 
and going over accounts. He could 
find nothing out of order. The man 
had good excuses for everything: a 
bad rainy season, trouble with the 
trucks, obstinate labor, and so forth. 
But something was wrong. At the end 
of the afternoon he gave up for the 
day. 

He ate that night with Simpson in 
his private dining room. They talked 
of inconsequentialities. Indubitably 
the man was clever. Finally bedtime 
came. “I’m afraid, old chap,” the mine 
boss said, “you’ll have to bunk in the 
hut tonight. If you’d let us know you 
were coming we could have arranged 
something better.” 

“Quite all right,” Jerry said. Plainly 
Simpson was doing what he could to 
make Jerry anxious to ieave. So he 
said goodnight and walked down to 
the hut. The village was quiet, but 
here and there flickering fires sent 
gleams of light out of the cracks of 
the huts. With a borrowed blanket, 
Jerry lay down in the hut, undressed 
and fell immediately to sleep. 

He was not sure what time it was 


when he awoke, nor rhaf b*»d p !,. ti- 
ed him. He lay the da k .jom 
listening. Somewhere on»side some- 
thing — or somebody — v.ao .Ing 
around. He eased himself up on one 
elbow to be ready fo* intruder 
when he came. 

And then suddenly 1 buffed 
up in the door. Persons rolled quickly 
to. one side end dove for the leg's. 
The figure went down with a little cry, 
tumbling softly on top of him, and 
then, as his hands moved la grapple 
with his adversary, he discovered that 
he was holding a woman. He turned 
her over and in tin moonlight stared 
at her face. It was the same girl of the 
afternoon. “What do you w ml?” he 
said roughly. 

She shook her head, frightened. 
“Not going to hurt you. Want to 
come talk.” 

He let go of her. “This is no time 
for talking. D ! d Simpson send you?” 
he said. 

She shook her head wildly. “No, no, 
not Simpson. I just come.” 

He stood and allowed her to get 
up. “All right/' he said, although she 
plainly was lying, “you gu back to 
your house ” 

But the girl did not move She stood 
in front of him, allowing the moon- 
light to fall across her slim, lithe fig- 
ure. “No,” she said softly "1 come 
to you.” Quickly she unwrapped the 
turban from her head. The* long black 
hair fell suddenly to her shoulders, a 
shining mass of jet. 

Persons stared, unmoving. This ivas 
a surprise. The girl eyed him care- 
fully, a half-smile on her lips, and then 
ran her hands up through her hair, 
raising it over her head. Suddenly she 
dropped the shining mass, and with 
one quick movement slipped the cloth 
from her chest Half naked, her firm, 
erect breasts lit sofliy wall dark and 
light from the moon-shadows, she 
stood before him. “Am I not worth — 
talking to?” she said, smlilag. 

He smiLd LaJ.. W ,;th talking 
to,” he said. 

Now she bent slowly and began to 
unfasten the wrap-around skirt. With 
(Continued on next page) 
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a deft gentle movement she unrolled 
it from her body and let it fall to the 
ground. She was now completely 
naked. Softly she rubbed her hands 
down across the mound of her stom- 
ach, and along the swell of her thighs. 
Then she knelt beside him, holding 
out her hands. “Come,” she said. 
“Come.” 

He took her hands and gently pulled 
her toward him, feeling the warm, soft 
movement of her flesh as he enfolded 
her in his arms. She tipped her head 
back, offering her lips. He bent and 
kissed her, and then he could feel the 
quick darting motion of her moving 
rapid as a snake. He turned and rolled 
her softly to the ground beneath him. 
She moved with him, helping him, and 
then she was clutching him passion- 
ately, pressing her body wildly against 
his . . . 
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Afterwards, they slept. He did not 
begin to come awake until near dawn. 
At first he was only conscious of the 
vague first light of day coming into 
the hut; and then he became aware of 
movement beside him. He shook his 
head and turned. 

The girl, dressed again, was stooped 
over his heap of clothing, holding 
something in her hands. Suddenly he 
was fully awake. He raised his head. 

At the movement the girl, startled, 
leapt up; but not before he saw that 
it was his notebook she was hastily 
trying to jam into the top of her 
sarong. He jumped up and grabbed 
her arm. She started to make a soft 
cry, and then stopped. 

“So that was it,” he shouted. “Simp- 
son sent you to me to get the note- 
book? You little hussy, I ought to 
pound the tar out of you.” 

She looked at him frightened. 
“Please, I didn’t want to,” she said. 
“Please don’t hit. Please, he made me 
do it. I didn’t want to. But here we 
have to do what he says. He is boss, 
be will whip us if we do not obey.” 
He stopped, astonished. Is that 
true?” he said. “He whips you?” 
“Oh yes,” she nodded. “He whips 
us when we are bad.” 

So that was Simpson’s game. He 
had been beating the laborers into 
submission, probably driving to over- 
work to build up his production high 
enough so that he would have a good 
surplus to sell. And at the same time, 
the whip frightened them from appeal- 
ing to the authorities. He looked at 
the girl. “Simpson, what does he do 
with the ore?” 

The girl, still frightened, answered 
quickly. “Some goes on trucks to the 
railroad. “Other times it goes up 
riverboat — up the Kalantan.” 

That must be it. Simpson was send- 
ing part of the ore to headquarters 
by truck, as he should. But plainly 
part of it was going up the river to 
buyers unknown. “All right,” he said 
grimly. “Don’t worry. There’ll be no 
more whipping.” He turned and stared 
out of the hut. 

And then he saw Simpson coming 
toward him down the path. “Good 


morning,” the man said blandly. 
“How did you sleep?” 

And then he recognized the figure 
of the girl standing in the hut. He 
stopped and the bland look on his face 
shattered. Persons faced him. “Don’t 
worry about the girl, Simpson. I 
caught her lifting the notebook.” 

“I see,” Simpson said slowly. “I 
see.” He paused, his hands on his hips, 
staring at Persons in the already hot 
morning sun. “I see.” And then sud- 
denly he made his move. With a quick 
gesture he snapped his hand under 
his shirt and drew forth an ugly .45 
calibre British Army pistol. “All right, 
Persons,” he said. “Turn around and 
start marching for the jungle.” 

It was plain that Simpson intended 
to shoot him in the thick foliage and 
leave his body to rot. It would cer- 
tainly never be found. He did not 
wait then. With a sudden shout he 
dove, his feet leaving the ground 
entirely. He heard the pistol explode, 
and felt a hot flash of fire along his 
shoulder. Then he tumbled into Simp- 
son, and the two went down. Again 
Simpson fired. But this time his aim 
was wild. And Jerry simply drove his 
fist as hard as he could into the man’s 
face. He could feel the hot spurt of 
his own blood breaking from his 
knuckles; but more pleasurably he 
could feel Simpson’s teeth fall to pieces 
under the crushing impact of his hand. 
He slammed the man again, this lime 
across the bridge of the nose. In pain, 
Simpson howled, dropping the gun and 
clutched his face. But before he cover- 
ed Jerry got in one more good clean 
blow to the face. Then he swooped up 
the pistol, "jtmiped to his feet, and 
leveled it at the smashed face of 
Horace Simpson. “All right,” he said. 
“On your feet. I think we’ll go back 
to Kuala Lumpur this afternoon.” 

The girl had come out of the hut 
and was standing beside Jerry. 
“Please,” she said, smiling softly. 
“Please stay one more night.” 

And Jerry Persons thought that he 
might. 


The end 
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He wanted to see our papers. I 
produced them. The papers said we 
were en route to Malta from Tangier, 
hut we were hundreds of miles north 
of our alleged destination. How come, 
he asked? What was our cargo? What 
were we trying to pull, anyway. May- 
be we’d all heller come ashore and 
have a talk with the polizia. 

I cursed the day I had ever gone 
into the smuggling game. I vowed 
that if I ever got out of jail in Genoa, 
I’d spend the rest of my life in vir- 
tuous pursuits. 1 had dismal visions 
of myself sojourning in Marassi 
Prison till some time in 19o0. 

Suddenly Mario interposed himself 
between the customs inspector and my- 
self, and began to talk in a stream of 
Italian so rapid I could hardly follow 
more than every tenth word. I heard 
him repeat the name of our Lebanese 
employer several limes — and he made 
a couple of obscene gestures, too. The 
customs man merely frowned. 

“Un momenta!” Mario cried. “Wait 
a second!” He dashed down below- 
decks. 

He returned a moment later with 
our passenger. The girl wore only a 
filmy negligee through which her high, 
pointed breasts were plainly visible, 
and she was giving the customs man 
the eye. He lost his frown in half a 
second. She opened a lop button, 
jutting the rounded swells of her 
breasts forward. She was square in 
the spotlight field of the customs boat, 
and she was a lovely sight. 

The customs man nodded thought- 
fully, stepped forward, spun her 
around to examine her hips and bul- 
locks as if buying a prize horse. Then 
he went belowdecks with her. 

Mario grinned. “We were almost in 
very serious trouble, but now we will 
be all right,” he announced. 

The customs man was belowdecks 
more than an hour, while we sat 
around on deck, locking our hands 
nervously. Finally he came up, alone. 
He was smiling. 

“Quest’ 6 un mirucolo” lie exclaim- 


ed. “That woman is a miracle!” 

He climbed over the rail and into 
his boat. “I did not see you, signori. 
Duona sera.” 

And the customs launch vanished 
into the haze. 

We let out our breaths in one enor- 
mous collective sigh of relief. Mario 
merely snickered. “Sotne-a da customs 
men, they pretty corrupt,” he exclaim- 
ed. “We were lucky tonight.” 


We hung offshore at the rendezvous 
for another hour, and then we heard 
the sound of oars. A fishing boat was 
approaching through the mist. When 
it pulled up, two Italians in city 
clothes jumped aboard, nudded to 
Mario, and congratulated me on our 
narrow escape. 

“How did you do it?” they asked. 

.1 shrugged. The last thing I wanted 
to do was to tell them the truth, for 

(Continued on next page) 



The ZIPLOC Company, Dept. EX-3 
880 Bergen Ave., Jersey City 6, N. J. 


Send me ZIPLOC Watch Straps @ $2.50 each, for which I enclose $ 

□ Cash, |_| Money Order, □ Check (Sorry, No COD's). 

Check leather desired: - Calf. Pig, Morocco. GUARANTEE OF SATIS- 
FACTION: If I am not more than satisfied with ZIPLOC Watch Straps, I may 
return them within 10 days and you will return my money in full. 

Name 

Address- ■ SORRY — 

NO COD's. 

City . Zone State 


SAFARI OF DEATH 


I WAS A 

TANGIER'S SMUGGLER 

( Continued from page 57 ) 
fear the Lebanese might find out anil 
be jealous. “I argued with him and 
he lost,” I said simply. 

At their instructions, we brought 
the yacht closer to shore, until we 
were no more than half a mile from 
the beach, and we could see the people 
in the windows of the passing coast 
train from Genoa. Then we began to 
unload into the fishing boats. The job 
took four hours, and everyone smoked 
and chattered as the cases came up 
through the hatches and were passed 
over the side. I was handed a fat 
envelope full of hundred-dollar bills. I 
counted through it: we had all our 
money, to the penny. 

It was eight in the morning by the 
time the job was done. We were in 
broad daylight by now. The girl was 
long since gone, leaving unforgettable 
memories behind. Our ship unloaded, 
our fee paid, we turned about and laid 


a course back to Tangier. 

I had lost eight pounds on the trip, 
and picked up a few new gray hairs. 
But I was $1500 richer — not to men- 
tion the memories I now had, price- 
less ones, of that hot-blooded Moroc- 
can lass. 

Despite all my vows of quitting 
while I was ahead, I contracted for 
a new smuggling trip as soon as we 
returned to Tangier. We completed it 
without incident, and as a matter of 
fact at no time in my eighteen-month 
smuggling career did I again have a 
serious brush with customs officials. 
On the other hand, never again did 
we have so lovely — and so willing — a 
passenger on board. When I sold the 
yacht and retired from the Tangier 
trade, late in 1955, I had a nest egg 
of better than $30,000. I ’m investing 
it in smart stocks now — and some day, 
when I’m rich enough, I’m going to 
go back to Tangier and buy me a love- 
ly Moroccan lassie all my own. 

The end 


(Continued from page 8) 

Before we left Paris, Lois and I had 
no chance to get together. But our first 
night in Fort Arehambault, she made 
up for all the lost time. We were stay- 
ing in a tiny hotel, a dingy place whose 
woodwork crawled with repulsive in- 
sects. It was near dinner time. Ethel 
and I had had a quarrel that after- 
noon at the airport, and she had 
dressed for dinner and gone flouncing 
out of the room to leave me by myself. 
I was stripped to the waist and shav- 
ing when there was a knock on the 
door. 

I opened it. Lois Barrett stood there. 
It was the first moment we had been 
alone together. 

She smiled warmly as she closed 
the door behind her. She was wearing 
an informal bathrobe sort of garment, 
and as the door closed she let the 
robe slip to the floor. She was nude 
underneath it. 

“I’ve waited so long for this, Leon!” 

“Do you think it’s safe?” I asked, 
eyeing the creamy loveliness of her 
body. Compared to her, Ethel was 
thin and angular. Lois’ breasts were 
high and full, without a trace of droop. 
Her hips curved invitingly. “There’s 
no way of locking the door,” I said. 
“And suppose George or Ethel — ” 

“They’re both downstairs having 
cocktails,” she said. “I checked. We 
have half an hour, at least, before 
they’ll miss us. Let’s make the most 
of it.” 

We certainly did. She was like some 
fierce panther as she clung to me, her 
teeth nipping my shoulder. “God,” 
she breathed. “I haven’t felt this way 
in years. George is practically im- 
potent. Again, darling! Again!” 

We only had half an hour together 
that time. But under the intimate con- 
ditions of the safari, we had more and 
more opportunities. Once, after both 
my wife and her husband had dropped 
off to sleep, we left our tents and made 
love under a bright moon. Another 

( Continued on next page) 
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verified is that this astounding substance transforms 
an ordinary bee larva into a beautiful Queen Bee with 
a life span of 6 to 8 years. The rest of the bees in the 
hive live only a few short weeks or months. Equally 
astonishing is the sexual prowess of the Queen Bee — 
in its lifetime it produces more than a hundred thou- 
sand bee offspring. 

Also established is that only natural Royal Jelly has 
produced positive results on laboratory animals. When 
synthetic Royal Jelly or derivatives were used abso- 
lutely negative results were 
obtained. 



NATURAL ROYAL JELLY IS WHAT THE 
DOCTORS ARE USING - Dr. Tucker's I 
capsules are pure, natural Royal Jelly, i 
powdered, not synthetic. Make this t« 
Cut a RJS capsule in half — there before 
your eyes is the natural Royal Jelly just 
as it was taken from the bee hive. Each 
hermetically sealed gelatin capsule con- 
tains 50 mg. natural Royal Jelly — the 
strongest daily potency most proponents 
suggest. Try them on a 15 day free trial. 
You must be satisfied or return the empty 
bottle and get a full refund of the pur- 
chase price. 



GUARANTEE 

I hereby certify that the statements made in this offering are in 
my opinion a true representation of the merits of the capsules 
bearing my name. — L. B. TUCKER, M.D. 


[f U ck E Rvir A M "cb-D-r ~KS ” 

2 43 West 61st St., New York 23, N. Y. 

Send Dr. Tucker's RJS Natural Royal Jelly Double Strength 
(50 mg) capsules for a 15 day trial. I may return the empty 
bottle for a full refund of the purchase price if not satisfied. 

I 15 Day I 30 Day f 60 Day I 6 mo. I 

Ln $3.95 _J □ $6.95 _1 □ $1 1 .95 — I □ $29.95 J 

fl I enclose $ and save the postage and C.O.D. charges. 

□ Send C.O.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit and will pay postman 
balance plus all charges. 





PARISIAN SUPER SKY SCRAPERS — 

Finest quolity gleaming black or red 
patent leather Specify — Medium — 
High — or Super High Heels. Sizes 
4 through 12, AA to E width. 
$14.95 postpaid 


USE THIS HANDY ORDER FORM! 


CK-7 SOUTIEN 
GORGE . . . 
French half bra 
with gleaming 
satin under cups. 
Black only. Sizes 
32 to 36, A, 
B, C cups. $3.98 


■ block only. Sizes 
22 to 30. $2.91 


style 


13.9B 






$2.9# 


CK-2 MY SECRET 

. . . frilly sheer 
lace briefs in block, 
white or red with 
block lace. Sizes 22 
to 30 $2.9* 


PARISIAN SALES, Department i 21 i 

480 Lex. Ave., N.Y. 17, 

Please rush me, post paid, the following merchandise: 


OUAN. 

Article 

Size 

Style & 

Price 



















i 


Bust Measures In. Waist Measures In. 

I have Enclosed S □ c « h □ Check □ Mooe '' ° rder 

C.O.D.* require deposit of t5V 


HOSE 

. . block hip length. 
Specify short, med. 
or long and foot 

$5.98 


OC-5 MOULIN 
. . . nylon lace 
half bro with 
gleaming satin 
trim. Block only. 
CK-6 CHERIE . . . Sizes 32 to 38. 
French cut, nylon $3.98 
lace panties with 
rhinestones and 

mother-of-pearl appli- 
que. Block or red with 
block lace. Sizes 22 to 
30 $2.98 




NEW 


WRESTLING PIN-UPS 

REALLY DIFFERENT! 
THRILLING-EXCITING 

MOVIES- 16 mm -200 Ft.-$16.00 
8 mm-100 Ft- 8.00 
STILLS 12 4x5's— $2.00 

IMPACT PRODS., Dept. G Bex 330 
RADIO CITY STATION, N. Y. 19, N. V. 



CAPTIVATING 

beouliet! Appealing Prisoners of 
love 1 Unusuol Photos and Drawings 
ihot tell o story — Available to you 
now: II EIGHT photos. $5. 8 4 

EIGHT rortoons. $4. All for $ 8 ! 
Interesting cotolog sent with your order. 

Send to: MODEICRAFT. 

Box 75 J£Cliffside Pork, N. ). 


TERRIFIC ADULT CATALOG 

FI VK TIIOrSAXIt n rt photo*. Soiwl no money. 
jtiHl your name, mlilrcss, and 24o in tttsimps for 
Inrue 111 page illustrated catalog of adult mer- 
elmndise. Art photon, pin-ups. art books, play- 
ins eards. French books. novels, etc. One of 
the larsest of Its kind. Roy A. Oakley. 027 
West Kastland. Gn’lntin. Tennessee. 


STOP SEARCHING! 

This is it! Confidential Dealer Directory reveals 
sources of hord-to-find adult art photos, slides, 
stereos, movies, etc. Save time, money! Get your 
copy now! $5. Cash or money order. Adults only. 

FEATURE SALES 

P. O. BOX 830 ALHAMBRA 33, CALIF. 


SEX- 1 ' YOU 


If you. like most virile men, cannot 'wait' for your 
wife — if your climax comes too fast, leaving her un- 
satisfied and frustrated — then you should read 'A 
Doctor Discusses Sex Harmony'. Thisdidactic booklet 
shows you a safe, simple and effective way to easily 
delay your climax, prolong the union and pleasure. 

SATISFY YOUR WIFE I 
Sh- need never know that it is being used, yet she’ll love you 
' irilling ecstasy you'll evoke in her. It also i 


inport 


it fact: 


relaiii 




,je of making love ami 

band and wife can achieve complete sexual imminent. ju«i 
senu this ad. your fuil address (please print) ami il for your 
revealing copy. No C.O.D.'s. Shipped postpaid, sealed and 
marked 'Porsonal'on 10-da.v money-hack guarantee. Don't 
miss the joy of perfect mutual saiisfaetion. Order NOW! 
FRANKWELLCO. Rm Sl-C P.0. Box 170. Union City. N.J. 



FIFRCF.-LOOKING but harmless, this 
blank-cartridge automatic scares off 
thugs, intruders, starts athletic events, is 
effective in theatricals. Autoloading 6-shot 
repealer, 4 in. long. Self-ejecting clip, 
adjustable firing spring. Made by West 
German gunsmiths. $6.95. Best Values Co.. 
Oept 516 1 14 E. 47th Si., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 

Sorry No C.O.D.'s 


SAFARI OF DEATH 

(Continued from page 58) 

time, Lois was bathing in a nearby 
stream early one morning when I stole 
up behind her and embraced her 
nakedness. 

Through all of our hundreds of 
miles of trek in Africa’s dark heart, 
Lois and I found ways of getting to- 
gether. Ethel did not seem to notice, 
or if she did she kept her opinions 
to herself. Naturally, Ethel and I did 
not have marital relations, not when 
I was devoting all my energies to Lois, 
hut that was far from unusual in our 
marriage. As for George Barrett, he 
did ‘not indicate that he knew he was 
being cuckolded. Maybe he didn’t 
care. Maybe he was simply glad that 
someone else was relieving him of the 
responsibility of making love to his 
wife — a responsibility for which he 
definitely lacked the proper equip- 
ment. 

I told Lois that Ethel and I would 
probably get a divorce as soon as we 
returned to America. “What about 
you?” I asked her. “You aren’t 
going to stay married to George for- 
ever, are you? Wouldn’t he give you 
a divorce if you wanted one?” 

She shook her head. “He hates 
scandal. He would never agree to a 
divorce. But I’ll find some way, 
darling. Some way to let us he to- 
gether always.” 

At the time, I couldn't think of a 
belter fate than to spend the rest of 
my life in the sack with Lois Barrett. 
She was everything a woman ought to 
he, I thought. Never before had I 
known a woman so passionate, so 
lovely — and so available. Old George 
Barrett couldn’t live forever, I told 
myself. Maybe he had a bad heart, or 
diabetes, or something like that. 

George didn’t have much longer to 
live when I thought those thoughts. But 
it wasn’t a heart attack that had car- 
ried him away— 

Lois and I had made love the night 
before the lion hunt at llie Benoue 
River. We had embraced each other 
in a vacant tent, while the others were 


skinning the day’s kill. But even 
though it was as splendid a session as 
any that had gone before, I felt a 
touch of regret as I fondled Lois’ ripe 
breasts and smooth thighs. For Ethel 
was becoming more affectionate again. 
Whether it was jealousy at work or 
not, I didn’t know — but she was talk- 
ing about another reconciliation. Our 
marriage could he saved, now — if I 
wanted it to he. But, with a choice 
between Lois and Ethel, it was impos- 
sible to think of wanting to save the 
marriage. All I wanted was Lois — all 
night, every night. 

And then came the day of the lion 
hunt. A blazing hot day, with even 
the native hearers willing. A lion had 
been flushed; it was somewhere in the 
scrub, skulking around, with its mate. 
But Peter Laird didn’t know where, 
and so we fanned out all over, with 
instructions to stay on our toes. 

And then the mighty beast came 
loping down at George Barrett, while 
Lois stood by and laughed — 

Of course, I thought, and I felt 
chilled despite the blistering heat. 
George had refused to give her a 
divorce. So she was taking this way 
of getting rid of him! Any desire I 
might have had for Lois vanished 
forever in that moment. She was no 
longer a human being to me, just a 
splendidly designed machine for sex, 
with no more emotions than a robot. 
1 knew I could never love such a 
woman, no matter how tempting her 
breasts and body might he. 

There was general hubbub after 
Barrett was killed. Peter Laird took 
charge, and the body was borne away 
by the natives. Lois looked dazed. 

The white hunter said to her, 
“Mrs. Barrett, will you he coming 
hack to cam]> with us now?” 

“In a few minutes,” she said. “Mr. 
Kaiser will bring me hack. I — just 
want to he by myself a little while.” 
Laird shrugged and the procession 
trudged away, leaving Lois and I 
alone. Ethel had already acrossed the 
river, and so she knew nothing of 
what had happened. Her party would 
not he returning for some time yet. 

(Continued on next page ) 
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NOW! Run your car 
HALF ON GAS* 
HALF ON AIR... 


and save up to (16 a month, save up to SO gallons of gas 
each month, without changing a single part on pour car! 


show liow you run artuully transform 
> high-powered furl for your car! 


ihr oxygen in ordinar 
Thr result: 

Now, instead of fillinfc your ga* lank evrry wrrk your car'* 
engine convert* air into energy 2,000 time* a minute . . . and 
*a»e* you up to 1,000 gallon* of gasoline each and every year. 
See l!. S. Gov't, proof below. 

Front Washington, D.C., romen 
the exciting new* every ear owner 
ha* been waiting for. Ye*, if you 
could look into the secret file* of 
the l. S. Gov't., you would now 
see there, one of the most incred- 
ible invention* of our century . . . 

being released to the public! 

Imagine! The exact same type 
dream-discovery that at this very 
moment is turning ordinary air 
into high-powered fuel on (J. S. 

Air Force planes . . . turning or- 
dinary air into a constant source 
of energy on 1). S. Army cars . . . 
turning ordinary air into an end- 
less storehouse of power on whole 
fleets of test cars from Ford, 

Chrysler and General Motors .. . . 
and that in just 30 seconds can 
convert your present rar's engine 
into a “half-gas, half-air power- 
plant" that'll give you more surg- 
ing power, more blazing pick-up, 
more miles per gallon than you've 
ever dreamed possible. In fact, 
so many more miles per gallon, 
that from this day on, incredible 
as it may seem, vou may only 
have to FILL YOUR CAS TANK 
JUST ONCE A MONTH! 

Yes, from this day on you are go- 
ing to do to your car what leading 
automotive 


their 




oing to do ti 


what U. S. Gov’t, scientii 
now do to military vehicles . . . you 
are going to do to your car what 
Cadillac Showroom dealers now do 
for customers of 1959 models . , . you 
are going to take ordinary air, the 
very same air you breathe . . . air 
that costs you abeolutely nothing, 
and you are going to convert the 
oxygen in that air into an extra 
source of fuel for your car! 

In other words, no matter how old 
or run.-down your car may be ... no 
matter make or model you have . . . 
no matter how many gallons of gaso- 
line your car now gulps down each 
and every week . . . from this day on 
you are going to run your car HALF 
ON GAS AND HALF ON AIR-and 
you are going to do it safely, surely 
without touching one single tool, 
without making a single mechanical 
change, without spending more than 
30 seconds under the hood of your 


! Her 


i how 


Stop Running Your Car 
On 7-Cent Explosions! 

Right now your car runs on a very 
simple principle - air and gas are 
mixed in your cylinders, where a 
spark from your sparkplugs ex- 
plodes this mixture. This gas and 
air explosion is the “lifeblood" of 
your car. Only, there’s one trouble. 
Even though you invest as much 


IORE PROOF! 


Proved By The U.S. GOV’T. 

Yes, from the United Stotes Government 
comes scientific proof that you con now 
turn ordinary air into high-powered 
fuel for your car. In a series ol carefully 
controlled tests government scientists 
report tremendous gas savings on army 
cars and trucks ... on army tanks and 
jeeps ... why even on such gas-eating 
giants of the air os B-29 Bombers. And 
that's only the beginning! Special tests 
on all Ford, Chrysler and General Motors 
cars prove conclusively that you can 
now run your car half on gas, half on 
oir and actually get more miles-per 
gallon, more power-per-gollon than ever 
before thanks to science's brilliant new 
discovery-the TURBO-JET CONVERTER. 


35V for each gallon of gas ... all you 
get in return is a K explosion. You 
see, most of that air-and-gas mix- 
ture never explodes . . . never re- 
leases its vast storehouse of energy 
. . , in fact, most of this air and gas 
mixture never even warms up. Why ? 

Because as any automotive engi- 
neer will tell you . . . your present 
ignition system can only produce 
what car experts refer to as a 
"euicide-tpark" . . .a spark that lives 
for just a fraction of a second and 
then bufns itself out almost immedi- 
ately. In other words, your present 
ignition system can only deliver 
enough live electronic power to ex- 
plode a mere 25 per cent of the 
entire air-gas mixture in your cylin- 
ders; then, once this “suicide-spark" 
burns itself out. the rest of the gaso- 
line and air escapes unexploded, 
unburned and unused out of your 
exhaust pipe. And if you want to 
prove this to yourself just do this; 

Simply take a wad of cotton, hold 
it next to your exhaust pipe and idle 
your engine. What happens to that 
cotton in the next 2 minutes will 
shock you. Because in less than 2 
minutes that cotton ball will be sop- 
ping wet from wasted, unused gas. 

So you see, that no matter what 
grade of gasoline you use - no 
matter how new your car may be 
-why even if just yesterday you 
installed a fresh, new set of spark- 
plugs . . . your car simply cannot 
explode all the gas and all the 
air in your engine, on a spark 
that dies so quickly. There just 
isn’t enough raw electric power 
in that spark to do the job. That’s 
why until now it's been virtually 
impossible for you to get 30 to 
40 miles from a gallon of gas. And 
even more important, that’s why 
until now you’ve never been able 



to effectively convert ordinary air 
. air that ha* been fed into your 
Under* . . . into a high-powered 

At Last! Science Discovers a 
New Force— The 3-Layer Spark! 
It Actually Sets Air On Fire! 

But suppose that scientists now 
told you that without changing your 
ignition system . . . without chang- 
ing your sparkplugs . . . without 
changing your battery . . . but by 
simply adding one simple attach- 


o yoi 
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kind of attachment now used by the 
U. S. Government itself . . . you 
could fire that air-gas mixture in 
your cylinders NOT with a spark 
that dies almost the moment it’s 
born . . . but with an entirely new 
kind of electric force, called the 
.1-layered spark. Yes, a 3-layer spark 
. . . a super-powerful, super-explo- 
sive live electric charge that not 
only ignites every last bit of gaso- 
line it touches . . . not only ignites 
every last bit of energy and power 
in that gas . . . but an electric charge 
so incredibly powerful it even ig- 
nites the oxygen in your cylinders, 
too! . and burns that oxygen just 
like fuel. That’s right!' Actually 
burns air like fuel-gallons and gal- 
lons of air-air that has cost you 
absolutely nothing mile after mile, 
for the lifetime of your car. 

Yen, now you'll save up to $16 
a month on your gas-bills. No* 
you’ll save up to 500 gallons of 
gas each and every year. Now 
you’ll drive for hundreds of miles 
at a time and hardly notice 
needle on your gas-gauge budge 
. . . and you’ll get more power, 
more smooth and quiet perform- 
ance than ever before. In short, 
NOW you’ll get the same kind of 
miracle -performance and mira- 
cle-economy that the U. S. Gov- 
ernment now gets, thanks to the 
amazing principles behind this 
sensational air-burning discovery ! 

Now! Convert Air Into Fuel 
Drive Up to 700 Miles on 
a Single Tank of Gas! 

Now the name of this sensation- 
al electronic discovery that finally 
makes it possible for you to effec- 
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, half on gas. and half on 

air, is the TURBO-JET CONVER 
TER ... the same type “air-conver- 
ter" that has been tested and used 
on commercial and military air- 
planes .. .-tested and used on military 
vehicles . . . tested and used by truck 
and taxicab fleet owners... yes. even 
filed and accepted by the United 
States Government patent office! 

Therefore, every statement you 
have read on this page is not just a 
dream, or a hope or a theory . . . 


but a scientific fact that has been 
proven over and over again before 
this great new development was re- 
leased to the public. So if you are 
sick and tired of wasting hundreds 
of gallons of gasoline each and every 
year . . if you are sick and tired of 
seeing 75' T of your gasoline dollars 
literally go unused through your ex- 
haust pipe ... If you would like to 
run your car half on gas and half 
on air and save hundreds of dollars 
doing it . . . then take advantage of 
this free-trial offer, 


K£ 
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how sensational the Turbo-Jet 
verter really is, is on your own car. 
And because we’re so positive that 
you'll be thrilled from the very first 
day you use it. . . we invite you to 
pletely FREE-TRIAL 

coupon below. 
When your Turbo-Jet Converter ar- 
rives . . . DON’T INSTALL IT- 
simply make this 60 seconds 


floor until you reach 20 miles per 
hour. Now, stop your car and attach 
the TURBO-JET CONVERTER. 
And believe it or not, without pres- 
sing down on that accelerator more 
than a fraction of an inch you'll 
zoom to that same speed in less time 
than ever before. PROOF AGAIN 
that with the Turbo-Jet Converter 
you don't merely run your car on 
gas alone . . but you convert air 

into raw energy and save up to 

yourself I 50 gallons of gas each and every 


BUT LOOK WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU 
INSTALL A TURBO-JET CONVERTER 


LOOK HOW EASY IT IS! 

All you do is simply 
clip the TURBO-JET CON- 
VERTER onto the main 
wire that runs alongside 
your sparkplugs. It's 
completely sate ... so 
sate in fact, that you 
can even do it with your 
ignition turned on. And 
remember, it's so easy, 
so simple that you don't 
need a single tool. Yes, 
there are no wires to 
hook together, nothing to splice together, no bolts to 
screw on, no lines to connect. You just clip it on . . . 
and that's all. Total time to attach: 30 seconds. Total 
savings on gas: up to (200 a year! 



that this is by far the most import- 
ant' automotive discovery of the past 
50 years: 

1. If you have a hydramatic car. 
drive it to the bottom of any hill 
or incline in your neighborhood. 

Now stop your car, and with the 
engine still idling leave it in "drive" 
and take your foot OFF the gas 
pedal. Your car won’t budge an inch. 

Now turn off your motor, clip on the 
TURBO-JET CONVERTER and 
start your car again. This time your 
car will not only move forward, but 
it will actually start climbing that 
hill without you touching the gas 
pedal . . . without you feeding it a 
single drop of gas. PROOF that the 
Turbo-Jet Converter feeds your en- 
gine a second source of power — 

PROOF that you can now run your 
car half on gas. half on air . . . and 
get more miles - per -gallon, more 
power-per-gallon than ever before. 

2. If you have a standard trans- 
mission and you would like to see 
this same dramatic proof, here is all 
you do. First, shift your car into 
low and press the accelerator to the 

| MAIL FREE TRIAL COUPON TODAY 

| DOUGLAS MFG. CO., Dept. 1158 

| 480 T.ex. Ave., N.Y. 17, 

| Send me my money-uvln|, 111 uvin| TURBO-JET CONVERTER right ewiy with thii 
- underttendini: if I don’t ifree the) thii it by ter the most senietionsl automotive 
discovery of the century ... It I een’t run my car hilt on |ss, hilt on air lust 60 
seconds atter It arrises ... in other words. It I can’t convert nr Into enerjy likt 
fuel and save up to a tankful ol (as the very first week .up to $16 the first 
i to $200 the very first year, than you will refund my money Immedl- 
try It entirely at your risk and I do not risk a single penny. 

CHICK OFFER DESINEOI 

□ I iMhu IJII ml. ahsek ar mu □ 6PICIAL OFFER I nlwIINwIi 
. ,, _ I. "leak ar amy erler far I TURBO-JET 

•rear (I am sea le aaaraia **■ CONVERTERS laea tar wyaa" ■" 'ar 

c.0 0 tAartat.) a frlaae I aaae |l.*6.) 


month! 

Act Now! Enjoy the Full Miracle 
of Automotive "Air Pov/er" 
Just 60 Seconds After This 
New Invention Arrives ! 

Now the price of the TURBO- 
JET CONVERTER on this special 
introductory offer is only $3.98. Why 
you’ll save 5 times that amount in 
gasoline alone the very first month 
. . . not to mention the hundreds of 
gallons of gas and hundreds of dol- 
lars in money you save each and 
every year. 

However, due to the demands of 

cab fleets and other large users of 
Turbo-Jet Converters, only a limited 
number can possibly be released this 
year for public use. Therefore, all 
orders giust be filled on a first-come, 
first- served basis. So to take ad- 
vantage of this FREE-TRIAL OP- 
PORTUNITY of a lifetime, send the 
no-risk coupon today. Douglas Mfg. 
Co.. -3591 W. Grand Blvd., Detroit, 
Mich. t0 Capyr*|hl Dauelaa Nf| IIH 
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Immediate Comfort and Relief for You 

with Patented 

RUPTURE-EASER 


T W ft eg ii.S. P*>* Off. (A Pipe* Bruce Truss) 

For MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN 



Right or Left 
Side $495 


Double * 5 « 


A strong, form fitting wash- 
able support designed to 
give you relief and comfort. 
Adjustable. Snaps up in 
front. Soft flat groin pad — 
beck-lacing and adjustable 
leg viiap. tea steel or leather bands. Unex- 
f elled for comfort, invisible under light 
dothiiig Washable Also used as after opera- 
tion support. 


• A MOST IPECISTI: SUPPORT FOR 
KtOUCdU INGUINAL HfcRNIA 

Hund^ede of of people have dis- 

ccv--.rd wani^! r?r-s- comfort with Rupture- 
Easc. Compare it yourself with conventional 
steel and leader busses! 


• GUPTURT rr«3EK IS SANITARY 

Can be washed without harm to fabric — 
you never offend when you wear Rupture- 
Easer. 


• NO FITTING REQUIRED 

Just measure around the lowest part of 
the abdomen and specify right or left side 

' o. double. 


Over 1,000,000 Grateful Users 

Read Wha< Other- So y: 

L C «i Corvallis, Oregon, Aii Mails: "Send 
me another Ruplui e-Kaser so I will have 
one to change nff with. 11 is enabling me 
to work top speed at my press machine 
5 hrs a day ” 

AC S of Anderson, lad., 1 naans us and says: 

“ II is one of Ihe finest things / have ever 
ww and has made my life worth living. It 
has jive*: »«« untold rose and comfort 

<L C. H-, Blackburn, Mo., writes: “ The Rup- 
ture Baser / bought from you has done so 
much good f couldn’t forget you this Christ- 
mas season,” 



Order two for change-off 
when laundering. 

PIPER BRACE CO. 

Depl. EC-39 
81 1 Wyandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo. 


Canadian Orders — 

Wail to: PIPER BRACE (Canada) 
1242 McGill COll EGE AVE. 

MONTREAL. CANADA 


USE THIS HANDY ORDER FORM 


Piper Brace Company, Dept, jsc-39 
811 Wyandotte, Aanscs City 5, Mo. 

We Prepay Postage Except on C.O-0/s 


Please send RUPTURE EASERS by return mail. 
Right Side [J $4-95 Measure around lowest part 
.left Side □ $4.95 of m Y abdomen is 
Double H $5 95 INCHES, 

enclosed is: □ Money Order [J Check for $ 


□ Send C.O.D. Be sure fo give size and side. 




City and State 


RUSH THIS COUPON NOW! 


SAFARI OF DEATH 

(Continued from page 60) 

Lois smiled, throwing back her 
shoulders lo make her large breasts 
stand out against her shirt. “At last 
we’re free, darling! I’ll inherit 
George’s money, and you can divorce 
that hag Ethel, and there’ll be just 
the two of us, always — ” 

I shook my head, dumfounded. 
“You just stood there and let the lion 
kill him! You could have fired, but 
you didn’t, Lois!” 

She nodded. “Of course. What 
simpler way was there to get rid of 
him? After all, he stood in the way 
of our love, Leon — ” 

“You think I’d marry you — now?” 
Her expression changed. “What do 
you mean?” she said in an edgy voice. 

“You virtually murdered your hus- 
band,” I said thinly. “Do you really 
think I’d want lo marry a murderess?” 
“But — we had to get rid of him, 
Leon — ” 

“You killed him!” 

“All right,” she said quietly. “I 
killed him. What of it? Divorce Ethel 
and we can get married. We can have 
each other legally! Every night!” 

“No go, Lois. I’m going to stay 
married to Ethel. I certainly wouldn’t 
leave her for an amoral slut like you.” 
Fury blazed in her eyes. She lifted 
her rifle and for one moment I thought 
she was going to gun me down — until 
I saw she was aiming the big gun past 
me. 

I turned lo see her target. 

It was Ethel — my wife! 

Ethel was crossing the river, com- 
ing back early. She had some sort of 
trophy in her boat, and she was calling 
out lo us, unaware of the day’s bloody 
tragedy. And Lois had her square in 
the sights! 

‘I’ll save you the trouble of getting 
a divorce,” she muttered. “And then 
you’ll have lo marry me!” 

“Lois — no/” 

I charged forward, deflecting the 
gun upward. The bullet crashed harm- 
lessly into the air. Then, seizing the 
rifle from Lois’ hand, I swung it round 
and in blind fury smashed her down 
with the slock! 


My blow caught her along the side 
of the head. She fell, blood streaming 
down her eheek. Shaking her head 
dazedly, she tried lo rise, hut she was 
groggy. My sanity returned as I saw 
the welling blood matting her delicate 
blonde hair. For an instant I even 
forgot that she had murdered her hus- 
band and tried to kill my wife. She 
was hurt, and I had done it. 

Then I heard a snarl — and, a mo- 
ment later, a distant shriek from Ethel. 

Whirling, I saw the lioness charge. 
She had been lurking in the brush, 
and now — incited, perhaps, by the 
scent of blood on the air — had come 
bounding forward. I leaped out of 
the way just in time. But Lois, dazed, 
half-unconscious on the ground, could 
not escape. 

The slaughter was quick. The 
lioness’ first swipe ripped open only 
the front of Lois’ shirt, baring for the 
last time those round breasts I had 
so passionately kissed only the night 
before. Then the beast ripped and 
slashed at Lois’ silken throat. Blood 
spouted crazily. 

Reeling to minimum firing distance, 
I pumped bullet after bullet into the 
hungry lioness, and when my rifle was 
empty I rushed forward to crash it 
down again and again on the tawny 
beast that still crouched over Lois’ 

half-devoured form 

* * * 

There was no question of further 
safari after that. We returned to Fort 
Archambault and there George and 
Lois Barrett were buried. No one but 
Ethel and I knew the true story of 
how they met their deaths. 

Ethel and I managed a reconcilia- 
tion, and today, three years afterward, 
we are more happily married than 
ever before. My interlude of adultery 
with Lois Barrett is just a memory 
now. But it’s a memory that will re- 
main with me always — the memory of 
a blonde temptress with lire in her 
veins and steel in her heart, who met 
bloody death under the blazing sun 
of French Equatorial Africa. 

The end 
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THE FIRST AND ONLY 
LOVE OF RAMEE 

( Continued from page 51 ) 
figure had moved up a couple of doors 
and was standing motionless as before. 
I did not think that it was anybody 
with trouble in his mind, but I took 
no chances. Hurrying directly to the 
hotel, I went into the small dining 
room that served as a bar, and there, 


under the bright lights, I engaged my- 
self with a gin and tonic and a con- 
versation w ith a Kashmiri businessman 
who was enjoying himself likewise. 

The talk was good ; we drank a num- 
ber of gins, and thus it was late when 
I finally said goodnight and started 
up to bed. Tired, ready for a night’s 
sleep, I turned the key in the lock of 
my door and pushed it open. I flicked 
on the light and had started for the 
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washstand when my eye caught some- 
thing. 

It was the girl, Ramee, squatting in 
the corner of the room, covered except 
for her eyes, which gleamed in the 
darkness. She said nothing, nor 
moved. 

“What are you doing here?” I said. 

She did not answer. 

“Did you follow me?” 

Still she did not answer. 

“Come, come,” I said. “You under- 
stand me. I’ll call the hotel manager 
and have you thrown out if you do 
not speak up.” 

“Don’t call him,” she said finally. 

“All right,” I said, “if you stand up 
and speak to me.” 

Gracefully she stood, unfolding that 
lovely body, and then quite calmly, as 
if the movement meant nothing, 
stripped her sari from her. Proudly 
she stood in front of me, poised and 
waiting. 

i4 Do you want me?” she said. 

I looked at her. She was truly 
beautiful. In the better light of the 
hotel room she looked even more ex- 
quisite than she had in Mr. Nelu’s 
dark room. “Does Nelu know you are 
here?” 

She shook her head firmly. “No. I 
ran out. I can get back without him 
finding out.” 

“Well,” I said, “you’d better go. 
Ramee, you’re a beautiful young lady, 
but I won’t pay Nelu’s price, and I 
won’t believe you are a virgin.” 

She nodded vehemently. “Oh yes, 
sir. I am a virgin. I have never slept 
with men.” 

I looked at her, frowning. “This 
is so?” 

“Oh yes. It is so. I come from a 
poor family. There are not so many 
men in my village. I was engaged to 
a boy, but he got killed in a rock 
slide. Then later, my family was poor. 
They could not keep all the children. 
And besides, they knew that I would 
always be poor if I stayed in the vil- 
lage. So they sold me to Mr. Nelu. 
He could pay well, since I was a virgin. 
And then I could work for him and 
save my money, and perhaps make 
things better for my family.” 



“I believe you,” I said finally. “But 
I will not pay the price. Besides, I 
don’t make a habit of deflowering 
young girls, Ramee. So you bad better 
go back to Nelu.” 

She shook her head decisively. “You 
do not understand. There is no charge. 
I want to go with you for nothing.” 

“No, I guess I don’t understand,” I 
said. “What is it?” 

“Nelu has cheated my family,” she 
said firmly. “I will cheat him back. 
He gave my father fifty rupees. He 
said I could be sold only for a 
hundred rupees. Now I know that is 
a lie. He wanted you to pay four 
hundred rupees. He should have paid 
my father more, much more.” 

“And so,” I said, touched by the 
girl’s filial piety and her determined 
attitude to revenge herself, “you will 
not be a virgin for him.” 

“Yes,” she said. And then she cast 
down her eyes. “Besides,” she said 
softly, “I want the first to be someone 
I like. I like you. You are nice and 
gentle speaking. I do not want the 
first to be a fat businessman like Mr. 
Nelu.” 

I was touched again. She was right. 
Certainly, she had condemned herself 
to a life of white slavery. But once, 
just once, she had a right to make 
love to a man for the simple pleasure 
of it. Slowly I took off my clothes, and 
then I picked her up and carried her 
to the bed. “Be gentle,” she said 
quietly. For a long time I lay beside 
her stroking that wondrous skin, 
marveling at the beauty of that lovely 
body beside mine. And then I drew 
her to me. 

She responded with a passion that 
astonished me, as if she knew that it 
were the first and last time in her life 
that she could truly make love. 

And then, afterward, I asked for her 
parents’ address. “What for?” she 
asked. 

“I cannot give you any money,” I 
said. “This time you must make love 
for nothing. But I think perhaps I will 
send your father a little gift — the rest 
of what Mr. Nelu owes him.” 

The end 
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Research scientists have shown that 
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growth of hair even when used sepa- 
rately.* Combined in the new im- 
proved Cy-B-7 formula, they have 
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Unless people LEARN HOW to make sexual intercourse 
harmonious and happy, a great deal of trouble usually follows. 
Very often the wife is not sexually AWAKENED. As a re- 
sult. she DISLIKES sexual intercourse — the husband may 
become SEXUALLY STARVED — the wife becomes nervous, 
her health suffers. 
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PORTABLE TRANSISTOR RADIO 


FOR ONLY »7» 

No Tubes To Replace! Nothing To Plug In. 

Plays Beautifully On One 10c Battery! 

GUARANTEED TO OUT-PERFORM ANY RADIO 
IT'S PRICE-AND-SIZE IN THE WORLD TODAY 



OR MONEY 


The most fabulous radio value ever of- 
fered! A precision-engineered, American- 
made transistor portable with amazingly 
beautiful tone! So tiny in size, it fits in the 
palm of your hand . . so big in entertain- 
ment value you'll never want to be without 
it wherever you are. whatever you're doing! 

It's small, it's good-looking, it plays like a 
dream’ Gives you incredibly loud, clear re- 
ception. 

Called the PP-T Transistor Portable, this 
amazing set actually plays for a thousand hours 
on just one 10c battery' That's almost 3 hours 
of non-stoR playing per day. every day for a 
full year a cost of about a penny a month! 

The PP-T is new. it's different, it's practical 
and the cost is so amazingly low. you will 
hardly believe it in this day and age — truly a 
once-m-a-lifetimc opportunity to own a tran- 
sistor portable at such an incredibly low price' 

Just imagine the thrill' You turn the dial and 
immediately — no warm up. no waiting — yon 
hear music, news, sports programs as loud and 
as clear as a bell! 

It's really amazing* At home, tit work, at play, 
a personal, transistor portable right at your 
finger-tips! 

It's so tiny you can tuck it in your shirt pocket 
just like a pack of cigarettes . . . carry it in your 
handbag just like a compact! Enjoy it at home, 
take it to the hallgamc and other sporting events, 
bring it along on vacations, picnics, to the beach, 
on dates, wherever you like! Your family will 
love it. your friends will be amazed, the kids 
will gasp in astonishment at the fabulous per- 
formance and handsome good-looks of your 
wonderful PP-T and of course they'll ask 

HOW CAM A TRANSISTOR RADIO 
COST SO LITTLE? 

The PP-T Portable Radio is new. different, 
precision-made in vast quantities by one of the 
pioneers in the transistor field. There is no high 
import duty to pay because it's American made! 
Ingenious, time-saving production techniques 
and an amazingly simplified electronic circuit 
make it possible to bring you the PP-T Radio at 
such incredible savings! Fewer parts, less labor 
costs through more efficient assembly, and you 
save the big difference I 

BRILLIANT ENGINEERING MAKES 
THE BIG DIFFERENCE! 

Your PP-T is a marvel of engineering ingen- 
uity. For example, you know that the heart of 
our aircraft, guided missile and communications 
systems is electronics. Scientists, -in their never- 
ending search for newer, lighter and more pow- 
erful radio components, have employed two 
fabulous devices. 

Both are featured in the PP«T. 

One is, of course, the miracle transistor you’ve 
heard so much about! It's a tiny, electronic de- 
vice smaller lhan your fingernail, and yet so 
amazingly effective, it takes the place of bulky, 
complicated radio tubes and outlasts them many, 
many times overt 

Then there is the germanium diode ... an 
electronic component being used by the Army 
and Navy in Radar and Sonar. This ultra-sensi- 
tive device has the Incredible ability to pick radio 
waves right from the air! 


BACK! 


Instead of the cumbersome, parts-packcd 
radios you arc accustomed to, now you have a 
magnificent transistor portable smaller than a 
pack of cigarettes, lighter than a deck of cards, 
less expensive by far than even the cheapest im- 
ported transistor sets you can buy! That's the 
secret 

EXCLUSIVE ELECTRONIC CIRCUIT 
FOR BETTER LISTENING! 

Your PP-T is a tiny persona! portable incor- 
porating the very latest design features' It comes 
with a tiny electronic car speaker and that's one 
of the big advantages' You pul the car speaker 
in your ear and your set is truly personal' 

At home, let the rest of the family make as 
much noise as they want to' You hear your 
popular programs clearly, perfectly' At sport 
events, let the crowds roar! You hear perfectly. 
At night, listen to your personal portable as late 
as you like. You won't disturb a soul! Whatever 
you're doing - even on the job - you can enjoy 
sporting events, good music, and dramatic shows 
without disturbing anyone else. 

Thai's a positive fact! You aren't buying 
promises . . You are buying results! The PP.-T 
is beautifully designed . . It's beautifully made! 
It plays like a dream' It's an instrument you'll 
use and enjoy for years and years to come! 

And now this wonderful set is available to you 
- a rugged, all-purpose portable . handy, 
compact, good-looking! A wonderful sei, a won- 
derful value, at a price you just can't afford to 
miss out on! 


THE REST IS UP TO YOU! 

We've told you how the set works. We've 
shown you how it looks. We've detailed the 
reasons why we can bring it to you at such an 
incredible saving. We know that if we could 
attach it to this magazine page so you could see 
it. feel it. hear it play, you'd buy it in a minute! 
But because that isn't possible, the only way 
you can know the thrill of hearing it and seeing 
it. is by actually sending for it- And since we 
are so anxious for you to do just that, we make 
this special 

10 DAY NO-RISK TRIAL OFFER 


Send for your PP-T transistor radio now' If 
it isn't more wonderful than we say if you 
aren't amazed at the value if you aren't de- 
lighted at the low cost if you and your entire 
family aren't thrilled M Ihe fantastic perform 
ance. don't keep it 1 

Simply return this radio to us for a complete 
refund' For the few pennies your home trial has 
cost, you've had the satisfaction of seeing it. 
using it and showing it to vour family and 

We, make this offer because wo know once 
you hear this radio, once you use it you'll never 
want to be without it! 

Why not take advantage of this wonderful 
opportunity right now? Why not give yourself 
the satisfaction of at least finding out? 

So don't put it off. If you'd like to try this 
hfonderful littlo radio, make up your mind now! 
Don't hesitate or delay because supplies arc 
limited. Simply fill out the coupon right now 
and mail it at once. Or better still, stop in today' 


NEVER A TRANSISTOR 
VALUE LIKE THIS: 

Tiny in Sire — Tremendous in 
Performance 

Compare These Outstanding Features! 

ONLY $ 7.95 

• Precision Engineered — for amazingly fine 
tone and volume — "Ihe most for the money" in 
o transistor radio. 

• Transistor Amplifier — designed to outlast 

• Tiny, Button-Type Ear Speaker — - for com- 
pletely private listening. 

• Handsome Polystyrene Case — - with rich 
gold-toned radio Grill hardly bigger than a cigar- 


ette ease. Beautiful and expensive looking. Small 
enough to slip in shirt pocket. 

• Selective Tuning System — with special Hi-Q 
Ferrite Slug Tuner lor remarkable selectivity. 

• "Clip-Tenna" — Handy onlenna con be clip- 
ped to many common metal objects — pipes, posts, 
telephone dial, radiator, screens, auto-trim, etc., 
depending on where you happen to bel 

• 10c Battery — Plays up to 1000 hours non- 
stop. Drain so small you don't even have to turn 
set ofl if you don't want to. Case snops open for 
easy access to battery. 


Remember — PP-T is not a weak, old-fash- 
ioned crystal set, but a beautifully engineered 
and manufactured, transistorized radio, guar- 
anteed to outperform any radio its price and 
size in the world — or your money back! 



Cardiff-Hall Electronics, Dept DEPT. 639 


480 Lexington Ave. 
New York 17, N. Y. 


Cardiff-Hall Electronics, Dept 659 

480 Lexington Ave New York 17, N. Y. 

Rush my PP-T Personal Portable Transistor Radio at once! If I don't 
agree this is the most wonderful radio value ever, I will return my set for a 
complete refund, no qustions asked. 

□ I enclose $7 95 on money-back □ I enclose $ 1 4.90 for two PP-T radios, 
guarantee (You pay all postage (One for me, one for a friend), f save $ I 
charges) and you pay all postage charges. 

(Please Print Carefully) 


Name . 


State_ 


City 

t □ Please send C O.D. I will pay postman $7.95 plus C.O.D postage ond 
handling Same money-back guarantee, of course! 



• We will show you how to earn $8,750 PROFIT first 
year on just two jobs a day. We furnish all equipment 


and supplies . . . personally train you in your town to run: 



Your OWN 

Nationally- Advertised 

Business 


YOU BECOME AN EXPERT IN THE CLEANING 
& PROTECTING OF RUGS & UPHOLSTERY 

Even if you are now employed you may start enjoying the prestige 
and financial independence of your OWN business. We are ready 
to expand our world-wide organization and offer an unusual lifetime 
opportunity to reliable and diligent men. You will be trained in your 
town by a Duraclean dealer, who will reveal the Duraclean System 
and plans for building business. He will help you get quickly estab- 
lished. Just 2 average jobs a day earns $8,750 NET profit first year. 
Employ others and MULTIPLY profits. Business grows from recom- 
mendations and repeat orders. Under our guidance you become an 
expert in the care of rugs and upholstery, a profession for which 
there is now great demand. Easy to learn. We furnish everything 
required. No shop needed. 


Even if now employed you can start from home! 


WE PROVIDE 25 SERVICES TO 
HELP YOU BUILD BUSINESS 

These are full-time dealerships, but you can start 
part-time from home. All work is done with 
portable equipment in homes, offices, hotels, in- 
stitutions and to revive used car upholstery for 
auto dealers. Furniture stores, cleaning shops, 
etc., turn over work to you. We work with you 
12 months of the year and provide 25 regular 
services to help you build business: National 
Advertising in McCall's, House & Garden, a 
dozen others. Products Insurance, Complete Ad- 
vertising Kit including cuts, mats, folders, radio 
& TV musical recording. Publicity Program gets 
free local newspaper stories. Monthly Magazine. 
Sales Book. National and Regional Conventions. 
Prizes. Pocket Demonstrators. Many others. 



1st Process to Win This Honor 

Your services are backed 
by this famous seal of qual- 
ity, proof that Duraclean 
has passed rigorous tests. 
(First in field to do so!) 
Duraclean also bears the 
Tester-Certified Seal of the 
American Research & Test- 
ing Laboratories. 


5 WAYS TO MAKE MONEY 


A Duraclean Dealership qualifies you to 
offer five different services. Thus on 
many jobs you multiply profits. 

1. DURACLEAN: Unique ABSORP- 
TION process for cleaning rugs, car- 
pets, upholstery. Recommended by lead- 
ing stores and manufacturers. No scrub- 
bing, soaking, shrinkage. Aerated foam 
manufactured by portable electric Foam- 
ovator safely removes dirt, grease, un- 
sightly spots. Dries so fast customers 
use furnishings in few hours. 

2. DURASHIELD: soil-retarding treat- 
ment that KEEPS furnishings clean 
MONTHS longer. So new you may be 
the first in town to offer this type serv- 
ice. 

3. DURAPROOF: Protects against dam- 
age by moths, carpet beetles. Only such 
treatment backed by an International 
6-year Warranty! 

4. DURAGUARD: Another new service 
exclusively developed for Duraclean 
dealers. A flame-proofing treatment 


which reduces fire damage by retarding 
charring and the tendency of fires to 
flame up. Theaters, restaurants, and 
hotels, as well as homes, offer a huge 
potential. 

5. SPOTCRAFT: Special chemical prod- 
ucts which enable you to handle most 
all spot or staining problems means 
extra business, greater customer satis- 
faction, and added prestige for you as 
a professional craftsman. 

EASY TERMS 

A moderate payment establishes your 
own business — pay balance from sales. 
If needed, we help finance you. We 
furnish electric machines, complete 
sales and advertising material and 
enough supplies to return your TOTAL 
investment. 

Send for FREE Booklets 

Our first letter and illustrated booklets 
explain the urgently needed services, 
waiting market, your large profit, easy 
terms and PROTECTED territory. Send 
coupon for free facts today. 


What Dealers Say 

L. B. Hayes: First month I grossed $770.17. Duraclean proved 
so popular, I'm now full-time. 

R. N. Ritter: Seldom go under $200 per week by myself. 

L. Johnson: Every customer leads to 2 or 3 more. 

W. Abbott: In past 7 months I’ve taken in over $12,000. 

M. Lassanske: Original investment returned in 2 months. 

W. Lookiebill : We’ve had 27 years of pleasant dealings. I’m 
72 but setting sights for 20 more years. 

More dealer comments in our literature. Send coupon today. 

rV.. ■ _ _ ® ^ _ 8-B90A Dur .clean Bid,. 

L/Uraciean deerfield, ILLINOIS 


"OWN a Business #/ Coupon 


DURACLEAN CO. 8-B90A Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield. III. 

Please rush free booklets and letter giving full details of how I may OWN 
growing, lifetime business and start while still employed. 


Name....... 

(I’iease Print) 

Address .... 


City State. 







